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CHAPTER I

AN EMERGENCY FIANCE

In a private sitting-room of an exclusive resi-

dential hotel in the heart of Melbourne, sat a

young girl clad in mourning. Gwendoline

Vaughan gazed at the hurrying traffic as it

dashed past in the street below, but trams,

motors or other vehicles were all the same to her,

for her mind's eye was more active than her

body's. She was too much occupied in thinking

of her present situation, as well as of her future

prospects, to pay attention to the comings and

goings of the world outside. Her uncle's death,

which was the reason for her sombre apparel,

had placed her in a puzzling position. She had

sorrowed greatly at losing this relative with

whom she had lived, happily enough, since her

father's death ; but she would have mourned

more sincerely had he treated her in a reasonable

way by his will. Instead of leaving her an

unencumbered inheritance, he had bound her

down with conditions which made it seem prob-
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able that, in the end, she would have no inheri-

tance at all.

Always an eccentric man, he had made an

unusual disposition of his estate. Holding that

every woman needed a man's guidance throughout

her life, he made it a condition that Gwendoline

should be engaged and married within a specified

time before she could claim the fortune he had

to bequeath. Should these conditions not be

fulfilled, the whole estate was to be equally

divided between his wife's nearest relatives.

Gwendoline was feeling resentful at her uncle's

provision. She recalled the few misunderstand-

ings she had had with him, all to do with her

vaunted independence of spirit. She used openly

to boast that she never intended giving her life

into the keeping of any man. They had argued

the question together several times, each claiming

a victory for their own opinion. Now, from out

the grave, her uncle sought to compel her to

strike her colours and own herself defeated. It

was, indeed, humiliating to one of her proud

young spirit. Had he only left her enough to

live on in any case, it would not have mattered.

But, if she failed to carry out his wishes, she would

get nothing.

She had met few men >vhile an inmate of her

uncle's home. He preferred a quiet life.
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His wife shared his taste in this respect, for,

being of a lower social caste than her husband,

she found his friends inclined to turn up their

nose at her. Even Gwendoline had treated her

with condescending tolerance, a form of snobbish-

ness on her part, perhaps, nevertheless a char-

acteristic often found in youth.

As she sat gazing moodily through the window

of the exclusive residential hotel this mild

afternoon in early May, her face, framed in its

masses of dark brown hair, assumed a more and

more perplexed expression. Her firm red lips

were pursed, her usually smooth, low brow was

drawn into a frown. Her eyes, amber in some

lights, now dark with worry, gazed unseeingly

into a hopeless future. And well might she

despair. The following day by noon she must

have become engaged to some man—no matter

whom—or she could claim no part in the late

Mr. Vaughan's estate.

She felt indignant. That she, Gwendoline

Vaughan, young, good-looking and with quite

as many personal attractions as other girls, should

find herself about to be disinherited, only because

no male member of the community had thought

it worth his while to seek her hand in marriage,

was enough to make any one indignant. Was she

to go out into the highways and by-ways- and
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beg some lord of creation to take pity on her

perplexity ? She might be forced even to such

an unheard of proceeding, if she were not to

become a pauper.

" I'll ask the first man I see, rather than lose all

my fortune ; and if it's a bold, unladyhke,

shocking thing to do, well—the blame will be

my Uncle's, not mine," she said aloud.

Almost as she spoke, there was a discreet tap

at the door and, in answer to her " Come in," a

young man in the conventional waiter's garb

entered, carrying a tray on which was an after-

noon-tea equipage.

Placing it on a small table at her side, he

proceeded to arrange the teapot, milk-jug, sugar-

basin, cup and saucer and plate of cakes so that all

was within easy reach of the girl ; he then inquired :

" Can I get you anything further, Miss ?
"

" No, thank you. Brown." •

Turning to leave, he had reached the door

when she stopped him.

" Oh, by-the-bye, there is something I want

to ask you," she said. He waited deferentially,

his hand on the door knob.

" You will, no doubt, think it an extraordinary

question " ; she went on, growing somewhat

confused as she approached the momentous

subject. " But I want to ask if you are a married
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man." She could not be sure, but she thought

he gave a slight start.

" No, Miss," he answered, releasing the door-

handle and making a step in her direction.

" Perhaps you are engaged to be married, or

are thinking of becoming engaged ?
" she went on.

" Well, Miss, not to say exactly engaged,

though there's a young party I've got in my mind

and if she's willing I don't say but I might."

" You haven't asked her yet, I hope,"

Gwendoline said.

" Not yet, Miss," he answered glibly.

" Then will you be engaged to me ? I'm not

saying this for nothing. There's money in the

balance. I'm to come into a large inheritance

—

on conditions. One is that I must become

engaged by a certain date. That time is up

to-morrow. I'll pay you well for doing what I

ask. Will you do it and help me to acquire this

money ?
"

Brown hesitated before replying. A thousand

different sensations chased one another through

his brain. Surprise, triumph, doubt, greed, all

presented themselves in turn.

" I'd like time to consider. Miss," he announced

at last.

" But there is no time to lose. I must know
at once. If you can't—or woii't^ I must find
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somebody who will," the girl answered shortly,

her pride hurt at the man's hesitancy.

" It's only an engagement I ask you to enter

into. It will give me time to look about. I'm

not asking you to marry me—not yet, anyway,"

she explained.

" I can give you an answer by nine o'clock,

this evening, Miss," he promised.

" Very well, that will do, Brown," she said

as she dismissed him.

Could her eyes have followed his further pro-

ceedings, she might have felt cause for some

misgiving. Hastily changing his waiter's garb for

a suit of noisy-patterned tweeds, he left the

hotel by a back door. It was his night off and

his time was his own. Boarding a tram-car, he

was carried in a north-easterly direction for a

considerable distance. Leaving the car, he con-

tinued his way on foot for about a quarter of a

mile, until he found himself in a fairly quiet

street of shabby houses, mostly of two or three

storys, badly in need of a fresh coat of paint.

Some boasted a patch of neglected garden or

shrubbery in front. The doors of others gave

egress directly to the street.

At one of the latter, Brown stopped and

knocked. The glass above the door informed

passers-by that it was a wine-shop.
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The door was opened after a short interval by

a girl who gave a glad exclamation at sight of

Brown. The face she held up for his kiss would

have been pretty in a homely style had it not been

so thickly covered with paint and powder. The

hair, moreover, was too palpably golden.

" You're early, Bert," she exclaimed, her

mouth broadening into a smile.

" Is Yank in ? I want to see him particularly,"

he answered, giving the girl a perfunctory salute.

" He's in the sallong, havin' a lie down," she

told him, leading the way into a long low room

with lounges or settees ranged around the walls,

a fireplace at one end and a long polished table

in the middle, which could be pushed to one side

when the floor was required for dancing. In a

niche by the fireplace was a much worn piano

with several keys lacking ivories. An earthen-

ware water monkey stood on the mantelpiece,

an unwashed tumbler with the lees of liquor

added to the rings already staining the surface

of the table.

On one of the settees a middle-aged man
sprawled, apparently asleep. He possessed an

unpleasant cast of countenance and dirty boots.

A half-smoked cigarette hung from a corner of

his mouth. On the floor, by his couch, lay many
other cigarette butts.
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" Father, here's Bert come to see you," the

girl announced.
" Say, Yank, tlie money-bird's asked me to

marry her," the young man's tone was triumphant.

The girl gave a cry of protest, while the sleeper

came to his feet with a bound.

" Never ! you don't say ! Tell it again !
" he

shouted.

Brown repeated his information.

" You can't, you're mine," the girl cried.

" Shut your face and keep it shut !
" her father

ordered. " Wot d'cher tell 'er :
" he inquired

of the young man.
" Told her I'd let her know by nine o'clock

to-night," was the reply. " Then came along to

see what you'd say."

The elder man was silent a moment, a smile

of gratification spreading over his crafty features.

" Wasn't I right ? gettin' you into that thar

hotel ? " he demanded. " It's turnin' out better

'an we hoped. I put you on to watch the young

woman didn't diddle us out o' the beans, and

here she's shovin' 'em down yer throat 'erself.

Strike me if she ain't," and he chuckled com-

placently.

" Then you think I ought to tell her I will ?
"

Brown enquired.

" Sure thing !

"
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" But he can't. He's promised me," the girl

broke in again, whereupon her parent again

commanded her to shut her face and keep it

shut, at which she gave way to tears.

" You jest gotter say ' yus ' right now. That'll

keep 'er from buzzin' around arter some other

fool. If you don't cage 'er safe, who's to say

she won't slip out of our hands altogether, an'

we may whistle for our share of the rhino."

" All right !
" the younger man answered.

" I'm in your hands, Yank, and I'll do anything

you suggest except fall foul of the law."

" Who's askin' yer ?
" the other said with a

scowl.

Cyrus P. Brangan, alias Yank, had come from

America some twenty years previously. He had

no relatives in this country as far as was known,

and never mentioned a wife ; but a daughter,

Susan of the peroxyded hair, appeared mysteri-

ously in the establishment run by Yank, proving

an additional " draw," performing on the decrepit

piano when the saloon frequenters wished to

dance.

She could hold her ownwith the rough company

which assembled at Yank's, giving as good as she

got and keeping the wilder spirits at arms'

length when they attempted too much familiarity.

Young Brown met her through a friend taking



lo AN EMERGENCY HUSBAND

him to a dance, and liis respectful treatment of

the girl, being in marked contrast to the behaviour

of the other men there, she fell a victim to his

good looks and chivalrous manner. He liked

her, and Yank, finding in him a likely source of

income, encouraged his visits. Not many of the

members of the lower strata of society, who used

Yank's saloon as a meeting-place, knew exactly

how the owner lived. The trade done at the wine

bar was not sufficient in itself to provide money

at the rate he appeared to spend it. His only

other known source of income was from the vary-

ing sums paid him for information useful to the

dubious frequenters of the place. He was some-

times suspected of levying blackmail on those of

his friends whose enterprises placed him within

danger from the law. He had been accused by a

few, who had been betrayed into the hands of

the police, of being a " stool-pigeon," but he

indignantly denied the opprobrious epithet. Be

that as it may, whoever might be called upon to

do penance for sins against the community,

Yank Brangan went free. As has been said, his

sources of income were varied and uncertain until

he fell in with young Brown. He soon learnt

who the young man's antecedents and connections

were. He discovered that, though poor himself,

the son and grandson of men in a small suburban
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grocery business, yet he had prospects. If

Gwendoline Vaughan, niece by marriage of

Brown's father's sister, were not betrothed and

wed by certain dates. Brown and another cousin

would come into old Vaughan's money. Yank

Brangan smacked his lips and determined to get

that money for young Brown and share in

it himself. He learnt where Miss Vaughan was

staying and got the young man into the hotel as

a waiter, though the latter protested he knew

nothing of the duties.

Things could not have turned out better.

Gwendoline Vaughan had played into the con-

spirators' hands. She was securely tied down

and no struggles of her own could release her

—

provided Bert obeyed Yank's instructions. The
American thought he would be too much afraid

to do otherwise ; but he resolved to keep a close

watch on his future son-in-law.



CHAPTER II

THE ENGAGEMENT

Gwendoline Vaughan had returned from the

dining-room and resumed her occupation of doing

nothing for a full hour before the deep-sounding

gong of her little travelling clock announced the

fateful hour of nine.

He had not come—this emergency lover, as she

called him to herself, had not returned with his

answer. Would he fail her ? she wondered. If

so, there would be nothing left for her but to

give up hope of her legacy, or—no, she had

stretched her courage far enough in what she

had done this afternoon ; she could not propose

aU over again to any man.

Her hopes had dropped to zero when a footstep

approached along the corridor and, after a

warning tap, her door opened and a strange young

man entered. At least, this was her first impres-

sion. A second glance revealed the stranger to

12
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be none other than the obsequious young waiter,

Brown, clad in every-day tweeds of a decidedly

loud pattern.

Her startled expression relaxed in a smile.

To her " Well ?
" he came boldly forward,

grinning familiarly, too familiarly she thought,

with a haughty drawing up of her body.

" I've come. Miss, to say I'll do what you asked

me this afternoon."

" That's well." She gave a sigh of relief.

" I want you to copy and sign this," she said,

handing him a letter to her lawyers. She had it

ready prepared, evidently not doubting that he

would fall to the temptation of generous pay-

ment for his services. He did as she asked,

signing his name Robert L. Brown.

She took it reading the signature. " Your

name is Robert, I see," she remarked.

" Yes, Miss, generally called ' Bert,' if you'd

rather."

" I don't like ' Bert.' I'll continue to call

you ' Brown," she decided.

" As you please. Miss—er—Gwendoline."
" And I wish you to address me as you have

done hitherto," she announced.
" Very good, Miss," he answered with no

resentment for her snub. " Maybe you'd rather

I left here. Miss ?
"
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" There is no need for that. I shall be leaving

myself in a few days."

Next morning she sought an interview with

Mr. Carrickson, the late Mr. Vaughan's lawyer

and trustee of his estate.

" You have fulfilled the first condition," he

remarked, having read the letter she gave him.
" I trust he will be a desirable husband."

" He is of a suitable age and unmarried," she

answered. " There were no conditions as to

desirability !

"

" No—still—I presume he is a gentleman ?
"

" That was not made a condition, either," she

parried.

" Which is as good as saying he is not. Fm
sorry. Miss Vaughan, you are worthy of a good

man and I'm afraid that your uncle, by the

extraordinary terms attached to his will, may be

laying you open to future unhappiness."

" You drew up his will. You are, in a way,

responsible for the terms," she reminded him.

" Your uncle, unfortunately, was a man holding

very strong opinions of his own. We remon-

strated with him, and advised a different dis-

position of his property, but he was not to be

moved from his purpose."

" And you have done nothing to help me to a

more suitable husband," she protested. " I am
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almost a stranger to the city, yet you have left me
alone to fend for myself, though you are nominally

my adviser."

" Not so. We shall be pleased to undertake

to act for you v^^hen, by carrying out the con-

ditions laid down by your late Uncle, you become

entitled to his property. At present, we hold the

estate in trust for the future owner, or owners,

not yet determined," he explained.

" I see—then you are as much interested in

these so-called ' cousins ' of mine as you are in

me ?
"

" Exactly—At present I can only say I wish

you success in carrying out the conditions of the

will, though I do not feel justified in aiding you

—

except by my advice."

" Thank you ; now I know where I stand," the

girl remarked. " If by my own efforts I succeed

in acquiring the title to my Uncle's property,

you will be pleased to act for me. But if I fail,

and the fortune goes to his wife's relatives, you

will be equally pleased to act for them."

Mr. Carrickson paused before replying, then :

" No," he said. " Personally, I should prefer

it's coming to you. You are Mr. Vaughan's

next of kin and have the better right to it."

She held out her hand. " Good-bye," she

said, smiling. " If I do get it, I'll retain you
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as my legal adviser. Anyway you are honest

about it."

" What are you intending to do now ?
" he

asked, rising to open the door.

" Looking for a house, I'm tired of hotel life.

I can afford a home as I'll have the right to the

income, anyway, till the six months' grace is

up."

" If I might make a suggestion, I'd advise you

to live quietly and save as much of the income as

possible, so as to have something in the event of

you losing the estate should you fail to carry out

the conditions."

She shook her head—" No—I'd rather a short

life and a merry one while I can. I've heard of a

furnished house in Toorak that sounds promising.

I'm off to inspect it now."
" You do not propose to live alone, I trust."

" Why not ? I can have friends to stay with

me."
" You ought to have a married friend to live

with you," he told her. " You are too young and,

if I may say so, too attractive to be all on your

own."

She laughed somewhat derisively. " So attrac-

tive that I have to go out into the highways to

search for an admirer ?
"

He shook his head deprecatingly. " That,
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should not be. If I only had a son " he

began.

" But you haven't, you see," she, broke in.

" And as you have a wife you cannot help me by

sacrificing yourself or your relations." Then
becoming serious. " As to a companion or

chaperon," she said, " I know of an old school-

fellow, a widow, left badly off soon after her

marriage. No doubt she will be very glad to

come and share my income, while it lasts. At

least it will mean a comfortable home for nearly

six months."
" That is a good plan," Mr. Carrickson agreed.

" A sober sensible widow lady is just the com-

panion I would suggest."

Gwendoline bade him good-bye and left,

smiling to herself at the wide gulf between the

suggested sober, sensible widow and the real,

flesh and blood woman whom she had in mind.

Lucille Bouverie (she was christened ' Lucy '

but, on leaving school, changed it to Lucille

—

Lucy sounded so cheap), was a year older than

Miss Vaughan. A fair, fluffy-haired, blue-eyed,

pink and white, baby-faced creature, with a rosy

mouth that invited kisses. Her father, head of a

large importing firm, was reckoned almost a

millionaire and his daughter had been reared in

an atmosphere of wealth and luxury. On her
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becoming betrothed to Gerald Bouverie, con-

gratulations poured in upon both young people

from numerous mutual friends. So perfectly

suitable a union was seldom met with. Both

being young and well dowered with this world's

goods, a happy future, free from care and trouble,

was foretold for the lucky pair.

In the preparations for the wedding, money

was poured out like water. Lucille's trousseau

was the costliest procurable. Her bridal dress

surpassed in richness anything yet seen at a

fashionable society function. Friends showered

unnecessarily expensive presents upon these rich

young folk. Society papers printed detailed

descriptions of the event and the outside crowds

pushed and jostled to get a glimpse of the bride.

What possible ill could Fate have up her sleeve

for such favourites of fortune ?

Listening to the speeches at the wedding break-

fast, none might dream that all was not as it

appeared ; and Lucille's father was the most

cheerful and satisfied of all the speakers. With a

smile that discounted his alleged sorrow, he spoke

of the loss his only child's departure would be to

him. He mentioned Gerald Bouverie with real

affection, though the latter was carrying off his

much loved daughter. The bridegroom also

beamed with happiness and content—almost
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relief—that the ceremony conferring on him the

relationship of son-in-law to the wealthy importer

had been consummated without a hitch. He had

obtained a beautiful and charming young bride

and—more important still—a father-in-law who
could be drawn upon for unlimited supplies at

need, for even the wealthiest young man, of gay

habits, may come to the end of his resources at

some time of his life.

So amid showers of confetti and rose leaves,

the bridal pair departed to a carefully concealed

destination for the honeymoon.

It was exactly a week before their intended

return that an ominous heading to a paragraph in

a newspaper drained the colour from Gerald's

cheeks.

" My God ! It can't be true !
" was the

exclamation that caused Lucille to enquire what

he had seen.

" Your father !

"

" Not—not "—terror deprived her of words.

" Insolvent—about to file his schedule," he

explained.

The colour, driven from her face also, by her

first dreadful fear, returned, and she could even

laugh. " Is that all, dear ? I was afraid some-

thing dreadful had happened to him by your face.

You did really look so horrified."
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" But—but it's impossible ! It's unbeliev-

able ! It can't be true," he insisted.

" Very likely," she agreed. " Anyway I don't

see that it need make any difference to us."

" No difference !
" he exclaimed. " No differ-

ence ! Do you know what insolvency means ?
"

*' Yes, of course. It means Dad owes more

than he can pay, at present, doesn't it ?
"

" Well—well—oh ! but it can't be true !

Why everyone spoke of him as rolling in money."

Gerald protested, walking up and down the room

in his agitation at the overwhelming misfortune

that had fallen upon him. " He led me to

believe so himself. It can't be true. Ruined !

I say it's a mistake. It must be a mistake."

" I wouldn't let it worry us, dear," his wife

urged soothingly." If Dad thinks it necessary to

go insolvent, it can't affect you and me, and he

knows he can always have a home with us."

" My God ! Lucille ! You don't know what

you're talking about. There will be no home for

us if this hideous thing's true."

Then she grew pale indeed. " What do you

mean ?
" she gasped. " Dad's business difficulties

need not entail the loss of your fortune."

Gerald groaned. " My fortune, as you call it,

does not exist any longer. I may as well make a

clean breast of it. When I asked you to marry
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me, I still had a fair amount to my credit, but

bad luck at cards and in backing horses made a

big hole in it. I looked to your father to put me
on my feet again, Lucille, and that's the truth."

The young bride was stunned at this bursting

of her bubble. She could not credit the belief

that these two men, who should have been her

protectors and guardians, had used her as a

means of helping themselves out of looming

difficulties, but so it was. Her father had hailed

his daughter's marriage as an easy means of

dipping into a son-in-law's purse to tide himself

over his losses and enable him to re-establish a

lucrative business. Gerald had looked to his

father-in-law to pay his debts and provide him

with funds to incur fresh ones. The honeymoon,

being thus rudely ended, the young couple

returned to the sumptuous home prepared for

them ; but not for long. Creditors appeared on

the scene with importunate demands. Part of

the costly trousseau was returned to the

costumiere from whom it had been ordered.

The useless wedding presents were seized or sold

and the young couple sought a home in a flat

where by strictest economy they hoped to make

some pretence of a happy home life.

But Lucille was unused to penury and what

money her husband managed to earn from
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employment found for him by former friends was

not put to the best use.

Argument, recriminations, quarrels ensued.

Angry words were spoken and two more wrecked

lives were the consequence. Both young people

decided they would be happier apart. Lucille

believed herself wronged by her husband's failure

to supply her with the means of continuing her

former luxurious life, while Gerald asserted he had

been basely deceived by her father's failure to

enlighten him as to his approaching insolvency.

They agreed to separate, the husband seeking to

retrieve his fortunes in another State, while

the young wife applied to her former friends for

aid in the meantime.

There were few things she could do to earn

a living, and the number of applicants for such

work appalled her. Eventually a position as

saleswoman in a large haberdashery emporium

was found for her, and with her earnings, aug-

mented by occasional additions sent by Gerald

when he could spare them, she managed to make

ends draw fairly close even if they did not always

meet.

Then the remittances from her husband ceased

to arrive, and when later she received news of his

death in Queensland, she shed a few conventional

tears after which she dried her eyes and occupied
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Kerself in designing the " duckiest " set of

widow's weeds her means would allow. They
became her well, she told herself, throwing into

high relief her fair type of beauty.

It was really most thoughtful of dear Gerald

to give her the opportunity of wearing them

while she was young and pretty. She could

almost forgive him the first great wrong in losing

his fortune.

This was the young widow whom Gwendoline

Vaughan had in her mind when she left the

lawyer's office, and the smile on her face was

the result of the contrast in Mr. Carrickson's

and her own idea of a suitable chaperon.



CHAPTER III

MISS VAUGHAN'S CHAUFFEUR

Lucille Boxjverie jumped at the offer of acting

as companion to her dearest Gwendohne, even

though the latter explained that it might only

last for six months.

" If I'm not married by that time, you under-

stand, I get nothing," Miss Vaughan impressed

on her friend.

" I understand, dear. Scandalous, I call it.

But of course it will be all right. Surely, with

our united intellects at work we can rake up a

husband for you from somewhere." She looked

round the richly furnished room of the Toorak

house in which they stood.

" Oh ! if you only knew what it is to be poor

you'd do anything rather than let your uncle's

legacy slip through your fingers."

" That's what I felt when I proposed to

Brown," Gwendoline told her.

24
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Lucille's pretty, tilted nose turned up still

more. " I trust lie will not be necessary."

" He's not bad looking—quite passable in

fact," Miss Vaughan assured her. " A trifle

weak about the chin, perhaps."

" That might be rather an advantage," her

friend suggested. " Strong men are difficult to

manage sometimes, and in your case, supposing

you intend to contract a marriage in name only,

a nonentity might suit your purpose best."

" Was your husband a strong man ?
"

Gwendoline asked.

Lucille shrugged her shoulders and pressed

her lips as if considering a doubtful question

before answering, then :
" No, I don't think

he was exactly what you would call a man with

much strength of character," she said.

The house in Toorak, upon inspection proved

all that the agents claimed for it, and Miss

Vaughan decided to take it for six months with

the option of a longer lease, should circumstances

warrant it, in other words, should she succeed in

retaining the legacy. Mrs. Bouverie helped her

in choosing extra furniture, also in engaging two

sisters as cook and housemaid.
" You'll have a motor-car, of course," she

suggested.

" Certainly, I've seen one I took a fancy to
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and told them to bring it round for me to try."

" But you can't drive it, can you ?
" exclaimed

her friend, doubtfully.

" Not yet, but I mean to learn."

" Why not have a chauffeur ?
" Lucille said.

" I did think of advertising for one, but as we
are only a household of women one has to be

cautious about having strange men on the

premises," Miss Vaughan reminded her.

" I should say a respectable, trustworthy man is

a protection to a place. It's a bit lonelywith all this

garden ground round the house," Lucille remarked.

" I'll get Brown to find me a decent, capable

chauffeur," Gwendoline decided. " He's likely

to know such and I feel I can depend on him to

do his best."

So it came about that Robert Brown, formerly

waiter, now Miss Vaughan's betrothed husband,

received a letter requesting him to engage a

sober, capable driver for that lady's car.

He informed Yank of the girl's request.

" Got anyone in mind ?
" Yank queried.

" Yep."
" Who're you thinkin' of ?

"

" Bob," answered the other.

" What ! that waster ?
"

" Why not ? It'll keep it in the family,

anyhow."
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" Does he know what's hangin' to it ?
" the

American asked.

" Not as I know—unless you put him wise."

" Not me. Haven't seen 'im fer a long time.

What's he doin' lately ?
"

" Nothing. Spends his time mostly at Sam
Lee's, swillin' Chinese wine."

" 'S'pose 'e won't take it on."

" He'll take anything on, I reckon. He'll

have gone through all his spare cash by now.

Hasn't had a job for weeks, as far as I've heard."

Brown's quest next day, for Gwendoline's new

chauffeur was not immediately successful. He
visited Sam Lee's abode in Little Lonsdale

Street, but though he saw several recumbent

figures in varying degrees of intoxication, not

any of them proved to be the man he sought.

Making his way to where the Chinaman sat

stolidly smoking in an inner room. " Look

here, you almond-eyed heathen," he demanded.
" What's become of that tall chap you had

drinking your poison lately ?
"

Sam Lee surveyed him with expressionless

eyes.

" Him not here," he informed his questioner.

" No, he's not here now, I can see that for

myself. But he was here yesterday. What
have you done with him ?

"
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" Me not do nothing, Misser Blangan, he

come lil time ago. Takee him way from Sam
Lee's."

" Yank !
" Brown's brows drew together ii- a

puzzled frown. Why should Brangan have fore-

stalled him in getting hold of this man without

letting him, Brown, know. Was Yank playing a

double game, he wondered. Hardly, for the only

chance he had of handling the late Mr. Vaughan's

money was through Brown or his cousin. This

sinister suggestion took possession of his brain.

His cousin—that was it. Yank would try to

play off one cousin against the other ; hence his

securing possession of Bob.

Hints of previous suggestions of double dealing

on Yank's part, banished hitherto, forced them-

selves to his memory. Angry at being so easily

taken in by the crafty American, he resolved

to seek him and have it out

Brangan himself opened the door to his

summons.
" What did you slip me up over Bob for ?

"

the young man demanded. " When I went to

find him, the Chow said you'd been and taken

him away."

Yank looked at him awhile before replying,

then he asked, " Am I runnin' this blasted show

or are you ?
"
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" What do you mean ? You can't do anything

without me."
" And can you do anything without me ?

"

demanded the elder man.
" Why not ?

"

" Why not ? Because if I choose to go to

Miss Vaughan's an' put her wise, what price

your chance o' handlin' the spoof ?
"

" You wouldn't do it, Yank. I'm not scared

of that."

" Waal, young feller, you jus' gotta keep a

civil tongue to me or I guess I'll scare you some.

You're wantin' Sue, I reckon."

" I am. I'm dead set on Sue," the young man
admitted.

" Waal, you gotta set back and lemme run this

'ere show my way or you'll stay wantin' her."

" But why should you meddle with Bob ?
"

the other demanded.
" Ain't 'e as much interested in this 'ere

razzle as you, eh ?
"

" But " the young fellow still had an

uncomfortable suspicion that the American was

intending to play off one man against the other.

" You don't expect to get anything out of

Bob," he argued.

Yank's eyes snapped. " Don't I ? How'd
you know what I mebbe expectin' anyhow ?
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Ef you've any jamfoozling notion I'm freezin'

onto you, cough it up. I ain't. I found you

first, that's all. Now I've gotten yer cousin in

the runnin', I'm considerin' mebbe vvhich'll be

the likelier winner."

The young man's face fell. He took on a

sullen expression. He was not clever but he

realised that his future fortunes lay in the hands

of a man with an infinitely cleverer brain than

he himself possessed. That much was clear.

He did not like the American, on the contrary,

he feared him ; but being genuinely in love with

his daughter he was obliged to disguise his feelings

of dislike. Moreover, he was as keen as many
of his fellows to acquire riches with the minimum
amount of hard work and when Brangan ap-

proached him with the wonderful tale of prospec-

tive wealth to be obtained at the cost of a little

duplicity, he eagerly grasped at the tempting

prospect. He was not a professional criminal

and would not willingly entangle himself in the

meshes of the law, but if Yank chose to take

risks on his, Bert's, behalf, that was Yank's picnic.

Something of the above had passed through

his mind before now, and Brangan's words

showed him how completely he was dependent

on his future father-in-law in the present bid for

fortune.
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" What have you done with Bob ?
" he queried.

The American with a motion of his head

indicated the long saloon, the door of which

stood open to the entrance hall. Bert passed

through, followed by Yank. On a couch near

the fireplace lay a long sinewy form—it's face

was toward the room but the eyes were closed

and the heavy breathing indicated that the man
was still under the influence of the strong pota-

tions dispensed by Sam Lee.

" You ain't told him anything, I suppose,"

Bert asked.

" Do 'e look like I'd be tellin' 'im anythin',"

was the response.

Had the speakers been nearer to the couch on

which the sleeper lay they might have observed

the merest flicker of an eyelid, but they were too

far off or too unobservant to notice anything

but his apparently besotted condition. The
heavy breathing continued uninterruptedly.

" And you don't think he'll suspect anything

—

any motive on our part in getting him a situation

at Miss Vaughan's ?
" went on the young man.

" Not without you put 'im wise," returned

Yank.

" I shan't say anything until we see how
things is going to turn out. I only thought of

getting him there so's we'd have someone on
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the premises as can keep us in touch with the

young lady, so to speak."

" S'pose 'e gives us the go by—plays for 'is

own 'and ? " suggested the Yankee.

" We needn't tell him what's hanging to it,"

Bert reminded him.

" But if 'e do," persisted the Yank.

The young man surveyed the face of the

other and saw displayed in it all the evil instincts

engendered by the lust of ill-gotten gain. Bert

shuddered involuntarily, but the crafty old

villain smiled to himself as he noted the ex-

pression of greed in the other's eyes, in-drawn

lips and clutching fingers.

Turning his eyes away from the figure on the

couch, Bert answered :
" Then—I'll leave you

to deal with him."

A satisfied expression passed over the elder

man's face. However, the game went for the

other two, he must come out on top. Bert

walked to the mantelpiece and taking the earthen-

ware water monkey from its place, poured the

contents over the recumbent man's head and face.

With an oath the victim of the outrage sat

up. " What the hell's the matter ? Can't you

look what you're doing ?
" His long brown hair

was soused and clung in lank rats' tails to his

forehead.
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The upper part of his shirt and the soiled

handkerchief, knotted round his neck, were also

drenched. He wore no waist-coat beneath

his thread-bare coat.

His face, tanned by a life in the open air, was

not unprepossessing and his eyes were good,

with a humourous twinkle on occasion, his nose

straight and his mouth and chin well moulded

and of a stronger type than his cousin's.

As he sat up now with the water dripping

from his hair and clothing, he scowled at the two

men looking at him. " You think it's funny,

p'raps, mucking up a bloke this way," he ex-

postulated. " But how'd you like it yourself ?

and where 'm I to get dry togs, I'd like to know.

Think I'm a bloated millionaire, don't you ?

Well, I ain't, an' this bally suit I've on's me
one an' only, so that's that."

" Look here. Bob. We got you here to offer

you a good situation if you'll pull yourself together

and have the sense to tackle it," Bert told him.

" You don't say ! So that is the cause of this

anguish, my mother, I don't think."

" It's chauffeur to a wealthy young lady,

good pay and live in and everythin' found,"

Bert continued, persuasively.

" Really now ! only think of that," Bob

mocked with a grin.

P
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" You'll take it on ?

"

" Nix, not for mine. I ain't takin' on no

situation at present—not in these boots," and he

thrust out his feet shod in little more than the

remains of the uppers.

" Look here, young feller," broke in the

American. " You talks like a blasted capitalist,

but judgin' by your clothes, which ain't the

latest from Paris, I reckon you ain't got much

between takin' on this job or starvin'."

Bob looked at the old rascal with a grin.

" What's the game ?
" he asked. " Have you

two started a labour bureau, or what ?
"

" Nonsense, Bob ! It's only that we want to

give you a helping hand," Bert explained.

" Thank you so much, but this child ain't

takin' any at present," was the answer.

" See here," Yank said, " it's this way. Bert

heard of this place—exceptional sort of place

—

only one young woman over you an' you'll

easily get it all yer own way with 'er. It's a

chance ter better yerself as mightin't come again

in a lifetime."

" I see. ' There is a tide in the affairs of men

that taken at the flood,' etc. Julius Caesar, I

remember doing it with old Trantor at the

Grammar,"
" Just so. Judgin' by your favourite resort,
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Sam Lee's, you're down, an' by the condition

of your togs, just about out. So that all things

considered, the offer of a lucrative occupation's

not to be sneezed at," Bert reminded him.

" Who's sneezin' ? I'm not."

" Well, will you take it on ?
"

" Will the lady take me on is more to the

purpose."

" She'll take anyone I recommend," asserted

Bert.

" Hum—what sort of an estalishment is she

running ?
"

" Quite all right—highest respectability," the

other assured him.

" Then I'm hanged if I see where you come

into it," Bob told him.

" May be I'll take you into our confidence

later about my acquaintance with Miss Vaughan.

In the meantime, will you take the place of her

chauffeur ?
"

" She wouldn't engage a chap with clothes like

these. Look at 'em," protested the other.

" I'U loan you a fiver to buy yourself a fresh

rig out. You can pay me back when you've

drawn your screw. With decent togs and a

shave an' hair cut, you'll look fine."

" Guess a bath's what I'm needing most,"

Bob informed him.
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" Well have it. Go to old Mossy for your

rig out. Tell 'im ef 'e don't give you a fair deal

I'll talk to 'im," put in Brangan. A little further

persuasion saw the young man consenting to offer

himself for the position of cliauffeur to Miss

Gwendoline Vaughan of Hedgecliff Manor,

Toorak.

A suit that had seen better days, but well

cleaned and pressed, was chosen from Mossy's

second-hand dealer's shop. Bob fancied himself

in it, though he admitted he would have pre-

ferred a tweed of a less startling pattern.

" It's the nearest thing I saw to the one you

are wearing," he informed Bert.

" And you admire my taste," the latter asked,

well pleased at the compliment.
" Not at all. I don't think much of it myself,

but if Miss Vaughan thinks such a bloomin'

lot of you, she'll may be take to me too when

she sees me in a duplicate of your suit."

" There's one thing though, Bob. It won't

do to let her find out we're cousins," Bert warned

him.

" Why not ?
"

" Well—there's reasons."

" We're not a scrap alike and Brown's a common
enough name so probably she'll not drop to our

relationship," Bob said. _
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" You'd best take another name. Call your-

self anything ; it won't make any difference to

you."

" I might call myself Montmorency, for ex-

ample," grinned Bob.

" And give away the whole show," his cousin

told him. " No, call yourself Thompson or

Robinson, something easy."

" My estimable cousin ! In all the vicissitudes

of my variable fortunes I've never passed under

any name but my own and I don't intend to

begin now."
" But you want this situation ?

" Bert reminded

him.

" Not to any considerable extent. I'll not

shed many pearly drops of sorrow if I lose it."

" You forget you're in my debt. How do you

think you're going to pay back my fiver ?
"

Bert demanded.
" Oh, my precious Aunt ! Listen to him !

I'm to perjure my immortal soul for a fiver !

What d'ye think of that, Yank ?
" Brangan

grunted but offered no commxent.
" You're a fool, Bob. You want something

to do. It's easy work and good pay," his cousin

urged.

" And I'm to earn this good money by im-

personating somebody else," protested Bob.
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" Rubbish ! You've grown remarkably squeam-

ish all of a sudden. You've never show^n this

consideration for your name in your conduct

up to this that I can remember. Dragged it

pretty low^ sometimes, if all tales are true."

" My good Bertie ! What I've done hitherto

and what I'm doing for the future are two very

different things. Allow me to inform you that

when I saw myself in these clothes, the copy of

your elegant attire, I resolved to live up to them.

I've turned over a new leaf, my respectable

cousin. I'm going to be respectable, too."

Bert looked alarmed. Brangan broke in with

an oath. " Cut it out young man an' quit

foolin'. Bert's serious, so'm I. You'll take this

on or you'll find yourself up agin the stiffest snag

you ever struck."

" Oh, indeed, Mr. Yank Brangan ! And may
I inquire what part you play in this little comedy?"

asked Bob with mock solemnity.

The Yankee was about to reply when Bert

stopped him.

" Hist Yank ! Look here, Bob Brangan's my
friend, that's all, and when I told him I was

after a chauffeur for a lady and wanted to find

you, he got you in Sam Lee's and very kindly

brought you here."
*' So I was at Sam Lee's, was I ?

" mused Bob.
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" The old villain, no wonder I'm stony. Now,

I wonder how I came to be there."

" T'ain't the fust time," growled Brangan.

" Neither it is—and I think it was you first

introduced me to that Heathern Chinee, Yank.

We've had some exciting moments at Sam Lee's,

haven't we. You remember that police raid,

when some of us only just got away in the nick

of time. If I remember rightly, Yank, you were

suspected of putting the police on, that time."

Brangan was about to deny the charge when
Bert again interrupted. " Quit arguing, you

two. See here, Bob, you take on this job
;

anyway, till you earn enough to pay me back.

You can call yourself Roberts. That's near

enough to satisfy your new born conscience."

" Almost thou persuaded me to be—a villain,"

murmured Bob.
" Then you'll do it ?

"

" Yes, my boy. I'll sink my better nature in

the ocean of necessity. I'U turn back my newly

turned leaf and continue in my bad old ways.

I'll become a wealthy lady's paid menial for the

sake of a paltry fiver. So farewell my good

resolutions. Exit honest Bob Brown. Enter

villainy in the shape of the newly created Roberts.

Ha, ha ! my hearties ! Let all who cross my
path beware ! Once aboard the lugger and the
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girl is mine !
" With an exaggerated swagger

and a bang of the door he was gone.

" What on earth's the matter ? Was that

tipsy fellow who's just gone out, Bob the Torf ?
"

demanded Sue Brangan bursting in on her

father and Bert.

" That's Bob," the young man answered

—

*' But I shouldn't call him tipsy."



CHAPTER IV

HIS NEW SITUATION

" There's a strange man coming up the drive,"

Lucille Bouverie announced, gazing from the

window at the approaching figure.

" A collector, probably, or a book agent,"

was Miss Vaughan's surmise. She was not

sufficiently interested to get up and look for

herself.

" Quite good-looking, but dressed like a

bounder," continued her friend.

" Most likely his clothes match his character,"

Gwendoline told her.

" And he's coming to the front—no, he's

going round the back way."
" A friend of Harriet's or Bella's, I dare

say," Miss Vaughan suggested.

Mrs. Bouverie sighed. " How unimaginative

you always are, Gwendoline. Why should he be a

friend of the maids' ?
"

41
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" Why not ? You or I are not expecting any

young man to pay us a call, much less one in the

garb of a bounder, are we ?
"

Before Lucille could reply, Harriet appeared

at the door.

" If you please. Miss, there's a young man
says he's come after a situation as chiffoor," she

announced.
" Very well, Harriet, I'll come and see him."

Miss Vaughan rose and was about to follow the

maid to the back of the house when Lucille

interposed.

" Why not have him here, then we can both

judge if he'll be suitable."

" A good idea. Ask him to come here,

Harriet," Gwendoline said.

Presently the maid returned, ushering in the

strange young man in the loud suit. He came

into the presence of the two young women with

an easy and assured manner that was neither

affectation nor effrontery. His thoughts were so

occupied, wondering what sort of a person

this wealthy Miss Vaughan, who made a con-

fidential friend of his own rather dubious cousin,

might turn out to be, that he had none to spare

for other things. In any case he would not have

displayed nervousness at finding himself in his

present surroundings.



HIS NEW SITUATION 43

Knocking about the world, as he had done,

ever since his father's sudden death obliged him

to leave school and seek a livelihood, he had

learnt to rely on himself and his own judgment

His first glance at his new employer and her abode

served to increase his wonder. How had she and

Bert become not only acquainted but intimate ?

His cousin spoke as if Miss Vaughan relied

implicitly on his choice of a suitable man to

take charge of her car, which entailed becoming

an inmate of her home.

Handing Miss Vaughan the recommendation

Bert had supplied him with, he stood back, hat

in hand, while she read it. Looking up she

addressed him.

" You are an experienced driver, Brown—er

—

Mr. Brown, says." Bob suppressed an inclina-

tion to smile at the " Mr."
" Yes, Miss."

" Do you understand different makes of cars ?
"

" I can drive a Buick. I saw one in the garage

as I came in here," he informed her.

" You are very observant, er " she looked

at the letter in her hand, " Roberts," she finished.

" One gets into the habit of noticing things.

Miss. You need to if you want to avoid

accidents."

" I hope you don't intend to have any acci-
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dents when Miss Vaughan or 1 are in the car,"

put in Mrs. Bouverie.

He turned to the speaker and slie declared

afterwards that he winked at her.

" I've never had an accident
"

" I'm glad of that," Lucille said in a tone of relief.

" intentionally," he finished.

Miss Vaughan laughed. Of course it was

wrong of her to do so and might encourage the

young man in the bounder's suit to become too

familiar. She felt annoyed with herself a moment
afterwards and sought to cover up her mistake.

" Before engaging you I should like to see your

references from your former employers," she

said coldly.

He hesitated
—" Then I'm afraid. Miss, it's

no use my applying for service with you, because

I have no references to show you."

" How is that ?
" inquired Gwendoline, with a

raising of her straight dark brows. " Have you

lost them ?
"

" No, Miss, you see, I've always driven on my
own ; never been employed to drive."

" Do you mean you owned your car ?
"

" I've had shares in a garage with other chaps!"

Roberts explained.

" And you made a paying business of it ?
"

Mrs. Bouverie enquired.
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" No, we went insolvent before we'd finished

paying for the cars and things, and we lost

everything."

" How sad," murmured Miss Vaughan, con-

templating the time, possibly in the near future,

when she might be in a similar position.

" I'm sorry. Miss, as I was hoping I'd suit

you," Roberts said and turned to leave as if he

considered the negotiations ended.

" So he will, Gwendoline. Don't go yet,"

to the chauffeur. " Let me see the letter.

What does Mr. Brown say ?
" Lucille read.

'' Honest and industrious, a competent and care-

ful driver and thoroughly reliable, etc. ! I

suppose this is true. I mean that you are really

honest."

" Lucille !
" remonstrated her friend.

" Well, my dear, these references are so often

made up, one never knows. However, we can take

it as genuine and what more can you want ?

Of course, you'll engage him. Yes, Roberts,

Miss Vaughan will engage you, at any rate on

trial."

The young man looked towards Gwendoline

as if awaiting her confirmation of his engagement.
" I'm willing to try you and see how you get

on—and now, what about your outfit. You
have nothing in that way, I suppose."
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" No, Miss."

" Then I'll give you an order on Morrison

and Raffits for it. What colour do you suggest,

Lucille ?
"

" Oh, green. Dark green looks so chic, and

green's all the fashion now."
" I should prefer drab or khaki. Green's my

unlucky colour and you know we can't throw out

a challenge to Fate in our circumstances."

" Nonsense, my dear. Don't be so super-

stitious."

" Very well," Gwendoline agreed. " Get

what you like, Roberts, I don't mind as long as

it's suitable."

" Thank you. Miss," and he was dismissed

to be taken in charge by Harriet and shown to

his quarters.

The maid, a good-looking girl, attractive in her

way, was more than willing to take such a fine

young fellow—under her wing. She first intro-

duced him to Bella in the kitchen, where both

plied him with questions and were ready to

answer any he might wish to ask anent his new
employer and her merits or otherwise. Harriet

considered him less ready than might have been

expected to respond to her advances, but the

truth was he was too much taken up with his

own speculations as to the relations existing
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between his cousin and Miss Vaughan to have

thoughts for aught else.

Bella made tea for him and Harriet buttered

more hot scones than he could eat, after which

she ledhim to the room assigned tohim alongside the

garage which was a short distance from the house.

" Thank goodness, we'll have at least one man
on the premises. I'm that glad you can't think,"

she told him.

" It's a bit lonely, no doubt," he agreed.

" Lonesome's no name for it. Comin' 'ome

o' nights late's enough to make your flesh creep.

Why, I nearly jumped outer me skin the other

night when I heard a possum cryin' out at the

top of a tree. I wouldn't of stayed on if it

'adn't been as you was comin'."

" You knew I was coming, then ? That's

queer. I didn't know it myself till Miss Vaughan

engaged me to-day," he told her.

" Oh, well, Sharpy, of course, I didn't know
as 'ow it 'ud be you. Only I knew we was gettin'

a chiffoor of some sort, an' any sort's better

than none."

" Thank you so much for the compliment,"

he said, at which she looked at him in doubt,

uncertain whether he was serious or no. Seeing

no lurking smile, she concluded he was really

flattered at something she had said.
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" We've only had the dog to scare off burglars

up to now," she continued, indicating an Irish

terrier chained up in the yard.

" Do you keep him on the chain," enquired

the man. " He's not much protection chained

up."

" I s'pose 'e can bark as well chained up as

loose," Harriet argued.

" Oh, yes. It won't affect his bark, but it's

his bite you want for burglars," and he proceeded

to free the animal from his captivity. The dog

showed his gratitude by an effusive display of

affection, first towards Roberts, then towards

Harriet, who loathed dogs.

" Get away, Rags ! I don't want you pawing

me over !
" she exclaimed.

" Where did Miss Vaughan get him ? " the

young man asked.

" Bought him off some boys she saw ill-treating

him," the maid answered. " She was all for

leaving him run loose but the gardener said he

scratched up his young seedlings and was going

to beat him, so Miss Vaughan had him put on

the chain."

" We'll have to teach him better manners,"

Roberts said. The waif from the world of

humanity felt great sympathy with this waif

from dog-land.



CHAPTER V

BRANGAN AT HOME

The new chauffeur fitted into his place with

little trouble. He could drive the car, was quiet

and civil mannered and looked neat and smart

in his uniform, though Mrs. Bouverie lamented

loudly when he appeared in khaki instead of the

newer green on which her heart was set. She

questioned Roberts and got for reply

:

" I understood, ma'am, that Miss Vaughan

preferred khaki and I was more used to seeing

myself in it than in green."

" You were at the war ?
" Gwendoline asked.

" Yes, Miss."

" Why don't you wear your medal, then ?
"

Mrs. Bouverie demanded.
" I'm sorry, but—I lost it."

" Or pawned it," the other struck in.

" Lucille !
" expostulated her friend.

" My dear Gwen, there may be a year or so
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between your age and mine, but there's more

like ten years' difference in our experience of the

world." Then to the man :
" Of course, you

didn't think of advertising in the papers for

your lost medal."

" No, ma'am. I couldn't very well."

" There, you see, Gwendoline, what I told

you. The first thing anyone really losing a medal

would do, would be to advertise for it,"

" You see, ma'am, there were no newspapers

up in the Northern Territory where I was when

I lost it," Roberts explained, and both girls

afterwards agreed that there was a twinkle in

his eye as he said it.

" He was laughing at us, I'm quite sure,"

Lucille told her friend.

" You encourage him then. I'm glad he

doesn't try to get familiar—the things you say

to him."
" If he did, my dear, I'd know how to crush

him," and Mrs. Bouverie's little white teeth

clenched ominously.

Roberts had been in his new situation about a

couple of weeks when he received a message from

his cousin asking him to call at Yank Brangan's,

as they had a few business questions to ask him.

Obtaining permission to take an evening

off, he made his way to the city.
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That flight the " Salong " had a fair sprinkling

of visitors most o£ whom were regular frequenters

of the place. Dancing was in progress to the

strains of the piano at which sat a one-legged

soldier, glad of the scanty doles provided by the

dancers for his services. Seated near the door

was a fattish, pasty-faced man. Between his

thick fleshy lips he held a pipe and puffed silently,

taking no notice of the gyrating couples. Fox-

trots or jazz were all the same to this man.

His eyes frequently sought the figure of the

i\merican at the inner end of the long room,

but Yank was too busy seeing that none who
wished for the refreshment provided by his

establishment went liquorless, to pay attention

to the fat man's attempt to catch his eye.

Beside Fatty sat a plump, black-eyed young

woman in tawdry attire, her cheeks and lips

highly coloured, her silk stockinged legs stretched

across the man's knees. Presently, with a rough

movement of his arm, he freed his knees from their

burden and rose, taking no notice of the young

woman's ejaculation of protest. Making his way
towards the American, he laid a hand on his arm,

drawing him aside.

" What the hell ! Can't yer see I'm busy ?
"

" Orl right ! only want 'alf a mo, Yank.

S'important."
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" Spit it out then an' look slim," Brangan

growled, taking him into a retired corner where the

noise of the music and dancing would prevent

their being overheard.

" I know a crib in Toorak. There's a woman
there, got no end o' joolry an' things. Easy to

crack. I'm telling you, Yank, afore I 'as a go

so's you can't say I let you down on it."

The American looked up swiftly.

" Whar's the joint you mean ?
" he snapped.

" Toorak, Buckingham St., Party nine o'

Vaughan occupyin' it."

" Waal, yer kin quit hankerin' arter that

locality right now. Slippy Williams."

" But I tell you it's the darndest easy

job as I've ever struck," protested the fat

man.
" Cut it out, I tell yer," growled Yank, and

at the threatening tone the other drew back

for a moment. Then urged by the thought of

the riches to be had for the taking, he returned

to the argument.
" Why'm I to cut it out ? It's my job. I

neend't of took you wi' me."
" 'Ow long is it since you come out. Slippy ?

"

" Las' week," he replied surlily.

" An' you're wishin' to stay out, I reckon,"

Yank continued.
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" Wot yer drivin' at ? Don't any bloke want

'is liberty ?
"

" Then you gotta leave that there job you

was mentionin', alone. Get that ? If you're

layin' on doin' a job there, you'll be back inside

them four walls again afore you kin say knife.

An' don't make any mistake about it."

Muttering to himself the fat man turned and,

dodging the dancers, made towards the door.

" Where' y'orf, to, Slippy ?
" demanded the

black-eyed young woman, grabbing at his coat

as he passed her.

" Goin' 'ome—'ad enough o' this plice."

" Ain't yer goin' ter treat me afore yer goes ?
"

" Nop, you come along o' me ef you're comin'."

The young woman began to hold forth in

loud protest, when the door opened and Sue

entered carrying a tray of newly washed tumblers.

The black-eyed damsel appealed to her.

" Say, Sue, gi' me a taste o' somethin' to wet

me throat—Slippy's that mean to-night I ain't

'ad a thimbleful."

Susan's nose went up in the air. " I'd have

you know I ain't here to wait on the likes of

you," she announced, as she carried the tray

of tumblers to her father's end of the room.

Black-eyes was about to let her tongue loose

in voluble and forcible answer when again the
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door opened to admit Bob, otherwise Roberts,

chauffeur to Miss Vaughan.

The fat man stopped momentarily as if to

greet his entrance, but Bob ignored him, passing

without looking at him. The woman, however,

clutched at the chauffeur's arm, exclaiming,

joyfully, " Why, ef it ain't Bob the Torf ! Ain't

I just glad to see you. Bob darling ! You ain't

mean like Slippy Williams, are you, my dear ?

Me tongue's like a bit o' blottin' piper.

" I tells you straight, I ain't 'ad a drop fer

I don't know wen, Bob. You'll be a gent, an'

treat me to somethin', won't you. Bob dear ?
"

But the young man released his arm and con-

tinued his way.
" Come 'ome, Purl, ef you're comin'. I ain't

stayin' 'ere the 'ole blessed night fer nobody,"

and the black-eyed young woman was re-

luctantly forced to follow her chosen protector

out into the night.

Brangan saw the young man as he came to-

wards him, and hastily handing his other cus-

tomer over to Sue, led him through a back door

to another part of the house, where Bert Brown

was sitting smoking and reading the Herald^s

account of the latest burglary.

" What do you want me for ?
" was the chauf-

feur's first question to his cousin.
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" Well, we want to hear how things are shaping

up at your house," explained Bert.

" Why ?
"

" Oh, for many reasons. We've had no word

from you so far and don't even know if Miss

Vaughan is satisfied to keep you in her service."

" Was it necessary you should know Miss

Vaughan's opinion of me ?
" the other asked.

" Why, yes. I hope to be paid back that fiver

I lent you," his cousin informed him.

Bob drew out some notes and, counting out

five, handed them to the other. " Anything

else ?
" he demanded.

*' Lots. Sit down, man, and tell us all that's

happened while you're having a smoke."

Bob lighted a cigarette and after a few minutes

enquired, " What do you want to know ?
"

" I want to know how you're getting on with

the lady."

" Nicely, thank you. I'm quite satisfied with

Miss Vaughan," Bob assured him.
" And is she equally satisfied with you ?

"

demanded Bert.

" Better ask her. She's not likely to tell me."
" Who goes to the house ? Any men friends ?

"

" Not that I've noticed—as yet."

" Many lady friends ?
" Bert continued.

" Look here !
" Bob burst out, " what have
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Miss Vaughan's affairs got to do with you ?

And how do you come to be friendly with a

wealthy young lady like Miss Vaughan ?
"

Bert laughed self-consciously and drawing

himself up walked to the mirror and began preen-

ing himself before it.

" You've may-be never observed that I'm

what might be called rather a good-looking

chap," he remarked to his cousin, with a satis-

fied smirk at his reflection.

" Evidently Susan Brangan thinks so," answered

Bob.

Bert's brows drew together in a frown.

" There's others may think so, too," he

announced.
" Plenty of others, no doubt, but that comes

no nearer explaining your acquaintance with Miss

Vaughan. Your looks wouldn't have any attrac-

tion for her sort."

" Why not ?
" demanded the other bridling.

" Because she belongs to a different class from

Brangan's girl."

"That's what you think. Suppose I tell you

she wants to marry me."

Yank, who was listening in the background,

grunted in disapproval of the other's revelation.

" I shouldn't believe you," Bob answered

with decision.
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" Oh, well, don't," Bert answered nervously,

afraid he had let out more than Brangan approved

of and wishing to cover his slip. He hoped his

cousin might let it drop.

" How did you first become acquainted and

why should she get you to advise her as to her

domestic arrangements—engaging her chauffeur,

for instance," pursued Bob.

" It's no use my saying anything more ifyou don't

believeme," his cousin answered,in an offended tone.

" All right. Don't tell me if it's such a

mystery. I dare say I can find out all I want

to know," Bob said, rising to take his leave.

" You needn't get huffy, old man. Come
and see us again any time you've got to spare

for us," invited Bert hospitably.

Roberts left, still far from satisfied. He felt

convinced that his cousin had intentionally

misled him, but all his efforts to arrive at a

satisfactory explanation in his own mind for the

connection between Miss Vaughan and Bert

proved futile. He cast about for some means

of obtaining the information he desired, and

decided to probe the matter by indirect ques-

tions to Harriet and Bella. Both girls were

always ready to gossip with the good-looking

chauffeur. By such means, then, he hoped to

succeed in unravelling the mystery.



CHAPTER VI

MRS. BOUVERIE'S REVELATION

Roberts found little or no information was to

be obtained from Harriet and Bella. They had

no knowledge of their mistress apart from the

short time they had been with her. Neither

had they heard anything of her past life. They
" reckoned " she must have plenty of money

judging by the way she spent it and were sur-

prised she had so few friends coming about the

place.

" Not that I wan't 'em, comin' an' mealin'

'ere," remarked Bella. " I'm not sayin' my
place ain't orl right, but I'm not askin' to do more

than I'm engaged for, which was to cook for

the 'ouse 'old as it is."

" She's not a friendly sort, anyhow," com-

mented Harriet. " Give me Mrs. Bouverie every

time, I say. Miss Vaughan's one of them

haughty ones. Sometimes you'd think she looks

58
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on the likes of us as the dirt under her feet."

" Mrs. Bouverie's more friendly to you then

than Miss Vaughan ?
" Bob suggested.

" That's right. She don't set up to be fine

china as won't mix with us crockery."

" She'll talk to you about—er—things ?
" ven-

tured the young man.
" Oh, yes. Anything you like—herself, though,

mostly," Harriet said carelessly.

" And about Miss Vaughan ?
"

" Not specially. There's nothing special about

her, I take it. Leastways, not as I seen."

" Oh—I see." Roberts resolved to make an

opportunity of a chat with Mrs. Bouverie. It

was not difficult to manage. The old man,

whom Gwendoline had engaged to keep the

garden in order, pleaded his inability to tackle

the creepers over the verandah.

" That there Virginny creeper's the devil to

handle—makes me that bad it do, you'd think

I'd got the measles when I touches it. Poisons

me 'ands it do," he complained to Miss Vaughan.
" If that's the effect, I'm sorry," she said,

sympathizing with his sufferings, " but it wants

attending to, or it will be all over the place.

I'm afraid, Pringle, I'll have to get someone

who's not so sensitive to the effects of it as you

appear to be."



6o AN EMERGENCY HUSBAND

The old man told his grievance to the chauffeur,

who gallantly came to the rescue by offering to

sacrifice himself on the altar of friendship and

undertake the painful task—if it were as painful

as Pringle said—and prune the vine.

Whether his blood was immune to the poison

or whether the old man had exaggerated the

danger, Roberts certainly suffered no ill effects

and performed his task so efficiently that Pringle

readily accepted his offer to help him with the

flower beds in front of the house. It was the

young man's chance to arouse the interest of

Mrs. Bouverie.

The latter was fond of flowers and gardening

and entered into conversation with Roberts on

the various plants the garden contained. She

taught him how roses should be pruned to

promote a plentiful supply of flower buds for the

spring blooming. Though he knew little of

gardening she found him intelligent—and became

interested in his account of his experiences in

other parts of the country. He found no diffi-

culty in leading her to talk of herself and her

short married life—the deception practised on

her by her husband posing as a wealthy man
when he was practically insolvent ; his sudden

death in another State, through an accident.

" He was always fond of horses," she told the
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chauffeur. " It was his love of horse-racing

brought about his ruined fortunes and it was a

horse caused his death—threw him and broke his

neck, they told me. Poor Gerald " she sighed.

" Never mind, ma'am, you have a comfortable

home here with Miss Vaughan. You'll be likely

enough not to have any more troubles that way,"

he said cunningly.

" Unfortunately, it's not permanent. When
Miss Vaughan marries " she began.

" From what I hear she's not the marrying

sort," he ventured to put in.

" But she must marry," the little widow

declared emphatically. " She must or she'll

lose everything." She stopped suddenly as the

young man looked up from his digging with a

start at her vehemence. " There," she con-

tinued, laughing, " I'm an idiot, I know. I

let my tongue run away with me. I ought not

to have discussed Miss Vaughan's business with

a stranger like you." She bit her lip with

vexation and turned as if to walk on. Roberts

considered quickly how to make the most of

her momentary slip. To let her go now, without

an attempt to learn more might put an end to

his chance of getting the information he wanted.

He followed her and spoke before she was out

of earshot.
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" Please don't think I'm presuming, but I've

been wondering very much how a young lady

like Miss Vaughan became acquainted with a

fellow like Brown and I thought perhaps you

could tell me, ma'am."

Mrs. Bouverie looked at him, her brows

drawn together in deep thought, as she considered

his question before replying. After all, it was a

natural enough question, for it was difficult to

understand even for her, who kaew all the in-

cidents leading up to the connection between

her friend and the young hotel waiter. No
wonder, then, this young man, a protege of

Brown's, found it difficult of solution.

At last she spoke. " As I have told you so

much of Miss Vaughan's affairs I suppose you

may as well know the rest," she said. " If

you'll promise not to chatter them to strangers
—

"

She paused for his reply.

" Anything you decide to tell me I promise not

to divulge to any stranger," he answered, and

was conscious as he spoke of the reservation

in his own mind.
" Then you may be surprised to hear there is

a sort of betrothal of marriage between Miss

Vaughan and the man. Brown."

The sound that gurgled from the chauffeur's

throat might have expressed astonishment or
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laughter or protest. In reality it was a smothered

oath, born of disgust at the statement which

he had hitherto regarded as a bit of empty

braggadocio on his cousin's part, proving to be

a fact.

" I—I am surprised, exceedingly surprised,"

he managed to blurt out in reply. " How did

it happen, if I may ask ?
"

" Through stupidity," she answered, indig-

nation growing as she proceeded. " Stupidity

on the part of a selfish relative, who left the poor

girl a fortune with one hand while he kicked

it away with the other, by the conditions he

attached to it," she went on, oblivious of mixed

metaphors. " Poor dear Gwendoline — Miss

Vaughan, I should say, can inherit about six

thousand a year, only on condition that she is

married within six months of the will being

proved. She had to become engaged within

a month. She knew scarcely anyone—was left

practically alone. What was she to do ? Become
engaged to the first eligible man she came across.

Brown was a waiter at the hotel where she was

staying "

" A waiter ?
" interrupted the other. He

had not known his cousin had ever filled such a

position.

" Yes. She became engaged to him, Voila !

"
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The little lady threw out her hands dramatically.

" But surely she cannot intend going on with

it—marrying him. Why, he's so—so " He
hesitated how to express the gulf that yawned

between such an ill-matched pair.

" Of course he is, hideously unsuitable,"

Mrs. Bouverie finished for him. " But Miss

Vaughan's a strange creature. Self-contained

to a degree. She doesn't realise what an incubus

a husband of that class can become. She looks

on him as a means to the acquisition of her

uncle's money. She will make him an allowance

and have nothing more to do with him. That

is her idea."

" And if she did not marry what becomes of

the money ?
" he asked, deeply interested in

the tale he was hearing.

" Some terrible relatives—really quite too

awful people will get it."

" Poor girl ! It seems a crime," he ejaculated

fervently.

" It is a crime—the basest of crimes," she

agreed. " A man ought to be punished for

leaving such a will."

" Probably he will be," he answered absently.

" Not he, men never are. It's the women
suffer," she assured him.

He had obtained the information he wanted.
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He knew the connectionship between his em-

ployer and his cousin, but he could not yet

see where Yank Brangan came in. That was

to come.

Seeing his cousin in his next leisure time, he

found him in the small suburban grocery shop,

the cradle of the Brown family fortunes.

" Come inside," Bert invited, leading the way

through the shop to a back parlour and leaving

the business in the hands of his assistant.

" I've discovered your connection with Miss

Vaughan," Bob informed him when they were

alone.

The other started. " No ! who told you,"

he asked nervously.

" Mrs. Bouverie."

" That's the companion, the widow ; but

—

who told her ?
" Bert asked.

" Miss Vaughan, probably."

" But she don't know."
" Not know her own business ?

" Bob ex-

claimed.

" She don't know you and me's next heirs,

failing her marrying," his cousin explained.

The other sat up. " Us ! How do you mean
What have we to do with it ?

"

" Our Aunt Sophie was Mr. Vaughan's wife."

• " You don't say ! I've heard her name was
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Vaughan, but I thought she cut us all out of

her visiting list when she married. Is she still

living ?
"

" She died two years back," Bert informed

him.

" Well, what did old Vaughan do it for ?
"

Roberts questioned, unable to follow the drift

of the affair.

" To make sure of his niece marrying, they

say. He brought her up and always gave out

she was to be his heiress. She, it seems, is an

independent minded young lady and gave out

she'd no time for men and intended living a

life of single blessedness. Well, the old man
didn't approve of women living alone, so fixed

things up in his will that if she wasn't engaged

and married within a certain time after his death

she'd get nothin'."

" Sweet natured old chap, I must say," was

the other's comment. " And if she'd not carried

out the terms what'd have been our shares

about ?
"

" Old Vaughan was said to have had an income

somewhere between seven and eight thousand."

" Holy smoke ! And you're going to come in

for that ? Bert, my congrats !

"

Bert shuffled uneasily. " Don't let Yank

know I've let you in," he begged.
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" Why ? What's it to Yank ?
"

" He found out about the will and fixed

things so as I'd meet the girl without her

knowin'."

" It was blanky cheek on your part proposing,

I should say."

" She did that—driven to it. She'd have

forfeited everything sooner, otherwise."

" And what does Yank get ?
" Roberts in-

quired.

" Hum—I'm goin' to marry Sue."

" But you can't have two wives at a time,

you Mormon !
" Roberts exclaimed.

" No. You see I'm not thinking of marryin'

Miss Vaughan—only pretendin', as it were,

so's she won't think of lookin' round for another

'usband."

" And if she should really fall in love and

marry someone else in the meantime ?
" his

cousin suggested.

" She won't get a charnce. Yank'll see to

that," Bert assured him.

" Well, you're a lovely pair of scoundrels,

I must say," Roberts ejaculated. " You'll stand

by and see that ruddy Yankee put her away for

a bribe of three thou five per an."

" Seven," corrected Bert and suddenly checked

himself, hoping the other had not noticed the slip.
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But he had. " So you're going for the whole,

my share as well as your own," Bob said with a

laugh. " Bert, Bert, you've deteriorated sadly,

my boy, through the bad company you keep.

You'll stand by and see that old devil, Yank

put me away as well as Miss Vaughan. At least

I can thank you for the timely warning."

" No, no, Bob—I never thought of such a

thing. I didn't really, and you mustn't let Yank

know I've told you all this. He was keen on

you not knowing about the money."
" So's you'd scoop the pool. I wonder you

risked getting me into Miss Vaughan's service."

" I thought you'd be able to help—keep an

eye on things generally and let us know what's

goin' on."

" And Yank wasn't best pleased at it ?
"

" No. Don't let him suspect I've let you into

this now. He's not too particular what 'e does

and—well, you're my cousin
"

" And you'd be sorry to see me done in by

that blanky crook," the other finished.

" Of course, but now I've put you wise you

won't sour on us, you'll stand in to gain your

share of the legacy ?
" Bert urged.

" My oath, I will ! Reckon I'd barter my
soul for less than three thousand a year," Roberts

agreed. " After all these years of starvation,
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or, at least, hand to mouth existence, three thou

per 's—why it's—it's—well I can't exactly realise

it. Seems a dream, I suppose I am awake,

Bert." Grasping the other by the arm and lifting

him to his feet, he held him in the air.

" Yes—steady, old chap ! Jove ! you are

strong. Bob. It reminds me of when you played

football for Grammar." The other frowned.

He did not want to be reminded of his school

days just now. It entailed memories of his

father, who had cherished such high hopes of

his son's career in life, of his gentle, refined

mother, whom he had lost in his boyhood.

Just now, too, when he had entered into a devil's

compact to despoil an innocent girl of her heritage,

he did not care to be reminded of such.

Filling his pockets with Bert's cigarettes he

took his leave. What he had just learned gave

him much food for thought. He was glad his

cousin had given him a hint of Brangan's sinister

capabilities. He saw that, rather than risk

losing the handling of the fortune—or half of

it—through his prospective son-in-law, Yank

Brangan would not hesitate at murder. And
if the woman were in danger, what would his,

Bob's, life be worth in the circumstances. Once

he was removed, Bert Brown stood a good chance

of inheriting the whole of old Mr. Vaughan's
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fortune. Well, forewarned is forearmed. He
did not feel any qualms of conscience at doing

the girl out of her fortune, but murder was

different. Quite a glow of conscious pride

swept over him. Then he laughed at himself.

"A sweet sort of knight-errant, indeed. Rescue

the life of a distressed damsel, but strip her

naked. Throw her on the world penniless."

He laughed again—it was humorous.

That night he dreamt that the earth had

become his football. He had nothing to do

but kick it whither he would.



CHAPTER VII

THE END OF " RAGS "

Next morning the world had changed—or he had.

He was conscious of an inchnation to swagger,

to argue with Harriet and Bella. Formerly

he had tacitly agreed with their opinion what-

ever it might be. They did not appear to

resent his increase of assertiveness. Probably

they admired it. What is the use of being a

man if he does not domineer over his women-
folk ?

Miss Vaughan went so far as to accuse Lucille

of spoiling him. " He'll begin to get too familiar

if you encourage him as you do," she told her

friend.

" He certainly is not so servilely civil as he

was, but I don't know that that's any harm.

It was all put on. I don't believe he was accus-

tomed to treating people as if they belonged to

another earth than the one he lived on," asserted

Mrs. Bouverie.

71
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" Well, I prefer civility from my employees,"

returned Gwendoline.
" Yes, I know. You keep people at arm's

length, especially your men friends. Why don't

you unbend a little, sometimes, Gwen ?
"

" What, to Roberts ?
"

" No, of course I don't count him among your

friends. But you are so cold. People think

you are proud and don't want to know

them."

"Perhaps I don't."

" Rubbish ! and all your fortune hanging on

your marriage !
" exclaimed Lucille dramatically.

" Why worry ? I don't. I mean to have a

good time while I'm free, and if I have to lose

it, well—it can't be helped."

They were sitting on the verandah in a sunny

corner, with their work and the morning papers

on a table between them. Roberts, who had

been helping the gardener to prune a border of

standard roses in the drive, approached. In his

hand were several letters and a packet, which

he had just taken from the letter-box at the gate.

At the chauffeur's heels trotted Rags, a faithful

companion ever since he freed the dog from the

chain to which the gardener had condemned

him.

Handing the mail to his mistress, Roberts
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was turaing away when an exclamation from

Mrs. Bouverie stopped him. " Who is that

packet from, Gwen ? It looks interesting."

The other took it up :
" I'm sure I don't

know. The writing's strange to me," she replied.

Cutting the string she revealed an ornamental

box of chocolates.

" How truly charming ! I was just longing

for some sweets. They may be from an unknown

admirer, or is there someone you're keeping

a dark secret, Gwen ?
"

What induced him to act as he did, Roberts

never knew. Only some words of his cousin,

echoing in his mind, gave birth to a horrible

suspicion that mischief lay in the seemingly

harmless gift sent through the post.

With his pruning knife he quickly cut a late

blooming rose, and, stepping with it towards

Gwendoline, presented it. As she took it with

a briefly spoken thanks, he stumbled, upsetting

the table and scattering the chocolates, news-

papers and needle-work materials on the floor

of the verandah.

" Oh, dear ! How clumsy of you, Roberts

!

All those lovely chocolates !
" exclaimed Mrs.

Bouverie. " And there's that horrid dog with

his dirty nose amongst them all. Shoo ! Rags,

ah, bad dog !

"
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But Rags was not to be shoo'd off. He was

in for a good thing and meant to enjoy the

impromptu feast.

" Sorry, Miss, sorry, ma'am. Awfully stupid

of me."

Roberts picked up the table and replaced the

needle-work and—papers. Then he carefully

collected all the remaining chocolates, placing

in his pocket those covered with silver paper

lest the girls might be tempted to eat them.

The rest he kicked off the verandah on to the

flower bed, whither the dog followed them,

evidently not objecting to the flavour of a little

garden soil with his food.

" I wonder if I was a blithering idiot after all,"

ruminated the chauffeur. " Perhaps my con-

science is making a suspicious fool of me."

Rags appeared all right in spite of the amount

of sweets lie had managed to get through in

a few moments. Bob would have stayed and

watched over the dog, for he was fond of him,

but Miss Vaughan ordered the car for an after-

noon's visiting. While getting it ready he was

interrupted by an agonized yelp from the animal,

who was shivering and twitching, evidently in

pain.

" Poor brute, he got it after all," was the man's

thought as he procured a dose of salt and water
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to administer to Rags. It detained him some

minutes beyond the time for which the car was

ordered.

" You're late, Roberts," Miss Vaughan ad-

monished him as they took their seats.

" Sorry, Miss. The dog's not too well, and

I waited to give him a dose."

" Rags ! I'm sorry. Perhaps he ate too many

of those sweets this morning," Gwendoline

replied.

" I'm afraid that's it. Miss."

" If he's not better when we return, you had

better ring up a Vet."

No more was said, but the thought of the

suffering animal was present with the chauffeur

all that afternoon. What would they find when
they returned, and, in any case, what would

be his position should the dog die from poison.

The appearance of the body of a poisoned animal

tells its own tale to an experienced eye. Would
he be asked to explain how it was he came to

suspect that packet of sweets ? He was filling

the position of Miss Vaughan's chauffeur under

an assumed name. Inquiry must reveal the

fact that her death would materially benefit

him and his cousin, on whose recommendation

she had taken him into her service. So full of

misgiving was his mind to the exclusion of his
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immediate surroundings that he twice narrowly

missed running into other vehicles.

" Please be more careful where you're going,

Roberts," Gwendoline admonished severely when
the second near shave occurred.

Upon reaching home, his first act, after taking

the car round to the garage, was to seek the dog.

Stark and stiff in death it lay, blood streaked

froth about the muzzle. Roberts stood silently

regarding the evidences of poisoning. " Shall

I tell her or shall I say nothing and bury the

poor brute out of sight," he debated. The
latter proceeding seemed the wiser under the

circumstance, so procuring a spade he hurriedly

dug a hole in the back-yard as a grave for Rags.

Next day, Miss Vaughan sent for him to ask

how the dog was and showed her displeasure

at not having been told sooner of the animal's

tragic end.

" Why did you not send for the Vet. as I

told you ?
" she demanded.

" I found him dead when we got home yes-

terday. Miss."

" Then you should have told me. I had no

idea the poor brute was so bad," she said.

" It's Robert's fault for letting him eat

sweets," put in Mrs. Bouverie. " They evidently

disagreed with him."
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" It was certainly most unfortunate that you

should have upset the table with the chocolates

on it," Gwendoline said.

" Yes, Miss," he admitted meekly. " Don't

you think. Miss, it would be advisable to get

another dog in his place ?
" he asked. " This

house is a bit lonely and a good watch-dog is

a protection against tramps and such like."

He did not tell her he had made a point of

strolling round the premises more than once

during the previous night.

" Certainly, we must have a dog. I'm very

vexed at losing Rags," Miss Vaughan told him.

As soon as he found Mrs. Bouverie alone,

Roberts gave her a hint about the risk of accepting

parcels sent anonymously. Lucille expressed

astonishment at his warning, and entire disbelief

in the suggestion that the chocolates had been

sent with the intention of injuring Gwendoline

or herself.

" Who would be likely to do such a thing ?
"

she asked. " We neither of us have any enemies

that we know of."

" You told me of the conditions under which

Miss Vaughan succeeds to her uncle's fortune.

Might there not be evil minded persons en-

deavouring to gain control of so large a sum ?
"

the chauffeur reminded her.



78 AN EMERGENCY HUSBAND
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of Mr. Vaughan's wife may want to poison her

so that the money may come to them ?
" Mrs.

Bouverie exclaimed aghast.

" There may be others concerned, besides,"

he suggested.

" But who else can there be ?
" she persisted.

" And as for the late Mrs. Vaughan's relatives,

though they may be quite impossible sort of

people whom one couldn't know, it doesn't

follow they would be capable of committing

murder."
" I agree with you that the lady's relations

are not likely to attempt such a cold-blooded

crime. At the same time I believe the dog's

death proves the presence of poison and the only

explanation is that it was contained in the box

of sweets," he argued.

" Then the police ought to be informed,"

Lucille announced.
" Would Miss Vaughan approve of that ?

It would mean a public enquiry, sensational

headings in the press and a deal of unpleasantness

for her and you," he told her.

" Then what do you advise ?
" she asked, turn-

ing naturally to the only man of the establish-

ment in an emergency.

" Be on your guard . against anonymous pre-
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sents of eatables," was the advice he tendered.

" But there may be other dangers," she re-

minded him. " I shall be afraid to go to bed

at night now," and she shuddered in assumed

terror.

" I'll get another watch-dog to-morrow to

give warning if strangers are about. And you

can see that Miss Vaughan is careful of presents

from unknown persons."



CHAPTER VIII

A MIDNIGHT VISITOR

A COLD, dark night, heavy with clouds, fol-

lowed. The moon, little past the full, struggling

to shine through the obscuring vapour, shot an

occasional pencil of light, piercing the enshroud-

ing darkness, but these were few and far between.

Gwendoline Vaughan's house lay for the most

part in such deep shadow that a dim form,

creeping stealthily between the black tree trunks

surrounding the dwelling, was almost invisible

had there been any eye to observe its movements.

But there was none. The household was appar-

ently sunk in slumber. Gwendoline slept as

soundly as a healthy young woman should,

despite uncertainties and possible future troubles.

Mrs. Bouverie, wakened perhaps by one of the

fitful moonbeams, stirred, shivered a little at

the cold, reached her toes down till they rested

on the hot-water bag at the foot of her bed,

drew blankets and eiderdown more closely around

80
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her chin and was quickly sunk in forgetfulness

once more.

Harriet and Bella regarding the chauffeur as

their own particular protector, felt, since his

advent, no fear of burglars, or other terrors of

the night.

Bob, in his bedroom next the garage, recked

not of danger. Light sleeper though he was,

the silent figure creeping ever nearer and nearer

beneath the darkened sky, brought no hint of

menacing evil to his ear.

Sometime later he awoke and, rising, came

to the door to cast his eye around as he termed

it. All seemed quiet and the whole world at

rest. No lurking figure was to be seen, it having

disappeared into the building before Bob left

his bed. He looked skyward—were it not for

the shrouded stars, the cold night promised

frost. He was about to return to his bed when
he changed his mind. " Better take a look

round the house," he told himself, and drew

on some clothes. Thrusting his feet into slippers

he stepped out. Glancing at the empty dog

kennel, " Must be sure and get a pup to-morrow,"

he muttered, though there was probably little

fear of night prowlers here.

His way lay past the maid's room and kitchen,

where all was profoundly still. His feet made
G
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no sound upon the pathway and he strolled on

towards the house front. There he came to

an abrupt halt. From an upper window opening

on to a balcony, a bright light shone forth.

Roberts knew it to be the window of Miss

Vaughan's room and paused, listening for any

suspicious sound. Nothing could be heard

through the tightly closed window, closed to

keep out the cold. Perhaps she was nervous

and preferred to sleep with her light in her

room, though he would not have accused her of

nervousness. Rather would he have credited

her with an unusual amount of courage. He
moved on round the other side of the building,

where another sight arrested his steps. A lower

corridor window stood open to the night. Care-

less of Harriet, whose duty it was to close up the

house at night time, to have overlooked it.

Thinking thus, he approached to close it

down.

Instead of doing so he stepped over the sill

into the corridor, for the conjunction of open

window and lighted room at one o'clock in the

morning bore a suspicious significance.

Freeing his feet from his slippers, Roberts

proceeded to mount the stairs as silently as

possible. Why does a staircase, normal enough

in daylight, behave in such a distracting manner



A MIDNIGHT VISITOR 83

at mid-night, when stealthy feet attempt a

silent ascent ? More than once the chauffeur

paused as the stairs creaked beneath his tread.

Nobody else heard the sound apparently,

for he reached the landing unchallenged, and

approached the door from under which the light

showed.

Voices within could be distinguished, one a

man's, coarse and threatening, but muffled as

if purposely subdued, the other a woman's,

nervous and trembling. Turning the handle

gently, he felt the well-oiled latch move noise-

lessly in his grasp. The door yielded to his

silent pressure and slowly, slowly the interior

was revealed to his eyes. He beheld a fattish

man engaged in emptying a small leather dressing-

case of its contents, while he contemptuously

appraised the value of the trinkets within it.

He also saw Gwendoline Vaughan, crouched

on the floor, shivering with fear, or cold, or both.

Her dusky hair fell in clustering waves around

her shoulders, framing a white face and terrified

eyes. The filmy laces falling from the neck

of her night-dress left her throat bare and the

young man felt a fierce anger rise in his breast

at the sight of her heaving bosom and the catch

of her breath as she strove in vain to check her

sobs.
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Neither occupant of the room was aware of

his presence. The fat man's back was towards

him. The girl saw nothing but the man, heard

nothing but his threats. A revolver close to his

hand drew her eyes from the rest of the room.

He had threatened her with it unless she pro-

duced something of more value than the old-

fashioned trinkets the case contained.

In vain she protested she had nothing more,

neither did she keep much ready money in the

house. She offered to write him a cheque if

he would only go away, at which he swore hor-

ribly in husky tones. He had come for something

worth while and was not going to be put off

with this paltry swag, not if he had to swing

for it, and the weapon was brandished menacingly

before being laid down again.

Visions of schooldays flashed through the

on-looker's brain. The annual sports meetings

at one of which he had made the record long

jump, arose vividly. Could he do it now, before

the brute guessed his presence in the door-

way ? Caution was necessary or danger to the

girl might ensue.

He braced his muscles for the effort.

At that moment Gwendoline, looking up,

beheld him. He saw her mouth open and felt

the next moment she would betray him, un-
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intentionally. There was no time to lose. The
burglar, catching sight of the expression on the

girl's face, already had his jEingers on the revolver

when Roberts sprang, landing fairly on his quarry

and bearing him to the floor. A quick move-

ment of his foot sent the weapon spinning across

the room. To Gwendoline, crouched scared

and shivering on the floor, the next few moments

were a phantasmagoria of whirling arms, legs

and bodies, from which issued hoarse oaths and

spasmodic grunts. She had a half-formed idea

of making for the weapon against the far skirting-

board and using it to help her deliverer in his

fight with the burglar, but before the thought

could be acted upon the whirling bodies became

stiU.

The burglar lay face downwards on the floor

with the chauffeur astride him. Both were

breathing heavily and it was some moments

yet ere either was able to speak. At last Roberts

looked round. " If you would kindly ring the

bell. Miss," he managed to articulate jerkily,

" I can get one of the maids to bring me some

rope and secure this gentleman till the police

come for him."
" I have luggage straps here," she informed

him.

" Good !
" he exclaimed. " Bring me them."
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She sprang from the floor, her energy returning

now the danger was over. From the dressing-

room adjoining her bedroom she fetched several

rug straps, which the young man took from her,

and in a few minutes had made a workman-Kke

job of securing his captive's hands and feet.

Then he stood up and mopped his face.

" Hot work," he remarked.

The prisoner rolled himself over so as to see

his captor's face.

" Bhmy, if it ain't Bob the Torf !
" he ex-

claimed in disgust. " Say, Torf ! yer ain't

goin' ter put me awy, are yer ? T'ain't plyin'

fair ter turn dawg on yer old pal."

For answer Roberts stooped, and, seizing him

by his coat collar, dragged him out into the

corridor. Setting him down, he bent over,

speaking in a low tone. " Look here, my man,

you keep a quiet tongue in your head, or it will

be the worse for you. You don't know me and

I don't know you. We're strangers—get that ?
"

" Oh, orl right, Torf. 'Ave it yer own wy."

The chauffeur called to his mistress, asking

her to ring her bell for the two maids. " Hold

on to it till it wakes 'em up. Miss," he urged.

" But throw on a wrap first—you're cold."

They knew presently that it had succeeded in

rousing Harriet and Bella, for a series offrightened
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squeaks and twitterings announced their approach

from the lower regions. Then two trembling

figures, clad in gay wrappers, surmounted by

white, scared faces, appeared on the landing.

The sight of the prisoner, though he was

palpably harmless, induced more squeaks to be

emitted.

" Harriet, your mistress wishes you to go down

to the phone and ring up the police," Roberts

informed her.

" Oh, I couldn't ! I couldn't abear to go

down alone. Bella '11 'ave to come, too," the

girl wailed.

" Bella will go to the kitchen and make Miss

Vaughan a cup of tea," announced the chauffeur.

" I daren't go down to the kitchen without

'arriet," protested poor Bella.

" Very good, then you two stay and mind

this burglar while I go down," proposed the

young man.

The suggestion was enough. With feet winged

by fear the two fled down the stairs and made

for the hall telephone.

" And you forgot to shut the corridor window.

Better shut it now," called Roberts after them.
" I never. I shut and bolted all the windows

before I went to bed," asserted Harriet resent-

fully.
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It was wonderful how the man took charge

of the womenfolk in the emergency, Miss Vaughan

thought. She felt very thankful he was there.

What would she have done had he not come to

her rescue so opportunely ?

Then her thoughts turned to Mrs. Bouverie.

It was odd she had not been awakened with so

much noise going on. Her room was only a

short distance from Gwendoline's.

Even as she wondered, Lucille's door opened

and the young widow, clad in an elaborate black

silk wrap, issued forth.

" Whatever's happened, Gwen dear ? I've

just this moment wakened up and I'm dying

to know what aU the fuss is about. What's

Roberts doing in the house at this time of night ?

And who on earth has he brought up here," as

she caught sight of the captive.

" He's the burglar Roberts caught in my room,"

Gwendoline informed her, noting as she surveyed

Mrs. Bouverie's appearance that, if indeed she

had just awaked, she must have slept with every

hair in its place and fresh powder and rouge on

her face.

" What a dreadful looking man ! I'm glad you

caught him, Roberts."

" Sorry ef me appearance don't please yer,

Miss, but I ain't lookin' me best just at present.
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Ef the young man'd only loose this blasted

rope
"

" Keep your tongue quiet," ordered the young

man sternly.

" Oh, let him talk, please, if he wants to. I'm

sure if I were in his place, I should want to say

a whole lot of things in much stronger language,"

Lucille affirmed.

" Thank'e, Miss. It's just I'd like t'ave me

'ands loosed."

" The police will do it for you when they

come," the chauffeur told him.

" But I've been wantin' ter scratch me 'ead

fer the last 'alf hour," his captive protested.

" Poor man ! What a trying position," Mrs.

Bouverie said, sympathising.

Miss Vaughan was sitting up in her bed enjoying

the tea Roberts had ordered for her when the

sound of an approaching motor heralded the

police. The door was opened, unwillingly, by

the two trembling women, fearful of admitting

perhaps another burglar, till the shining helmets

of the officers of the law re-assured them.

" What's happened here ?
" inquired the senior

constable.

" We've a burglar in the 'ouse and 'e's up

there
! " and Harriet straightway collapsed in

hysterics.



90 AN EMERGENCY HUSBAND

Leaving her to the ministrations of Bella, the

two men proceeded upstairs. A glance took in

the situation, the pinioned man in the glow of the

electric bulb, his captor back in the shadow, Mrs.

Bouverie, who kept her grasp of a situation no

matter how unusual—standing at the head of the

stairs ready to receive them with a pretty child-

like smile of welcome.

The constables greeted the prisoner as an old

and well-known friend.

" What, you. Slippy Williams ! Well, you

must have found your late quarters more to your

liking than most of your mates, wanting to get

back again already. It's only the other day you

came out."

" 'Ard luck, ain't it ? Getting copped again

afore I've 'ad a fair run. A blanky soft joy it

looked, too, but for this 'ere bloke turnin' dawg

on me."

The officer looked suspiciously at Roberts.

" You caught him in the house ?
"

" Yes. In Miss Vaughan's room."
" You sleep in the house ?

"

" No, next the garage. I'm the chauffeur."

" Hum. If you were sleeping outside, how came

you to suspect there was a stranger in the house ?

Were you warned a burglary was to be attempted?"

" No, you see this is a lonely part and the



A MIDNIGHT VISITOR 91

watch-dog Miss Vaughan kept as a protection

died a day or two ago. Since then I occasionally

take a stroll round at night to see everything's

all right."

" And you found it wasn't ?
"

" I found a corridor window open."

" So Slippy got in that way. He didn't

actually break in," the constable suggested.

" The maid says she bolted the window before

going to bed," Roberts told him.

The constable drew a note-book from his

pocket and proceeded to note down what facts

he had gathered. Then, turning to Lucille :

" You are the owner of the house ?
" he asked.

" No. It's Miss Vaughan's. I am her friend."

" Can I see Miss Vaughan ?
" he demanded.

Gwendoline came, a white, fur-trimmed wrap

thrown over her filmy night-dress, her feet

thrust into warm slippers.

The constable probably expected to see a lady

of mature age, for he appeared taken by surprise

at her youth.

" You are the owner of this house ?
"

" Yes."

" And this man. Slippy Williams, broke in

and robbed or attempted to rob you ?
"

" Easy as dirt it looked, too," broke in that

individual whose bonds had been removed by the
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other constable and replaced with a hand-cuff

on one wrist.

" I was awakened by his turning on the light.

I saw a revolver pointed at me and he ordered me
to get up and give him all my money and

jewellery, or he would shoot me," Gwendoline

said.

" And you did ?
"

" I gave him the small box in which I keep

all my trinkets. I have very few and they are

not of much value. I keep very little money
in the house and when he grumbled at the small

amount I offered to write him a cheque."

The constable smiled. " He accepted it, of

course ?
"

" No, he refused. Then Roberts came in
"

she shuddered at the remembrance of her

experience. " Oh ! I was so thankful to see

him."
" You didn't call out ? You can't say how he

managed to arrive at the supreme moment ?
"

" No, I was too frightened to call anyone.

You see, the man had a pistol pointed at me."
" And you were not to know it wasn't loaded,"

the constable said. Slippy grinned.

Turning to the chauffeur the constable asked :

" Have you ever been through our hands, my
man ?

"
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" How do you mean ?
" Bob asked, to gain

time.

" Ever been in trouble ?
"

" Not with the police," he said.

" All the better for you."

He breathed more freely when the police,

having obtained all the information they required,

quitted the house with their prisoner. There was

still the risk that Slippy Williams might talk,

but he must chance that.

There Was a buzz of talk at Yank Brangan's

that evening. AU the frequenters of that not

too respectable resort knew Slippy, and the news

that he had been captured red-handed, with the

goods on him, set many tongues wagging in

sympathy or otherwise.

" 'E'll get two years this time," was the general

opinion.

That Torf Brown should have been instru-

mental in handing him over to justice was looked

upon as not playing the game, though he had

his apologists among the crowd.

" 'E couldn't 'elp 'isself, I takes it. It's that

there tart as is livin' in the 'ouse 'as been givin'

'im the glad-eye. 'E wer bound torply the

blanky 'ero stunt with 'er lookin' on."

" Wot's 'er nime ? " queried the woman
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Pearl, who had come to the saloon to find another

protector during Slippy's retirement.

" She calls 'erself Mrs. Boovry and sets out

to be a widdy."
" Ain't she a widdy ?

"

" Blowed ef I knows, anyway Bob the Torf's

A few days later the chauffeur received a

picture post-card representing a young woman
in widow's weeds. The background of the picture

showed a vivid green lawn on which was a sign-

board with the warning, " Keep off the Grass."

The post-mark was Port Campbell. Roberts

knew nobody in that picturesque little seaside

township. Neither did he recognise the hand

in which his name and address were written,

but being printed in capitals and evidently

disguised, this was not to be wondered at. The
young man pondered over it for some minutes

then put it away for future investigation.



CHAPTER IX

A PLEASURE TRIP

The trying experience through which Miss

Vaughan had passed left her with nerves some-

what shaken. Although she declared that she

was quite all right, she suffered from terrifying

nightmarish dreams, which began to affect her

health.

" You need a change, my dear," Lucille told

her, and prescribed a sea trip as the best medicine

for frayed nerves.

" Get right away from your present sur-

roundings for awhile," she advised.

" But you forget the conditions of my Uncle's

Will," Gwendoline reminded her.

" No, I don't. We need not be away long.

Let's go for a trip up the Queensland coast and

back. It will be just the thing to set you up.

And besides that, you may meet some charming

man who will make an ideal husband. One
95
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never can tell on a trip like that. A steamer's

deck in the tropics is just the place to stage a

love drama. I can visualise it all. You will

be sitting with him in the moonlight."

" Suppose it's cloudy."

" Don't interrupt me—sitting in the moon-

light on deck. He is star-gazing—he tells you

the names of the brightest stars, points out

Venus, the star of love. His arm creeps about

your waist, his hand seeks yours, presses it. You

let yours rest beneath his. (Mind you do, Gwen.

Don't be absurdly practical ; for once in your

life, try and feel sentimental, I implore you).

He tells you he adores you. You cannot help

but yield. The glamour of night is around you.

The moonlight rippling upon the heaving bosom

of the ocean intoxicates you. He draws you to

him. You try to resist—in vain. Your head

sinks slowly, it rests on his broad shoulder. He
bends his face downwards. His lips seek yours

—

they meet and—voila ! We'll have the wedding

at the earliest opportunity. I'll undertake to

fix that up. Does my picture thrill you ?
"

Miss Vaughan laughed gaily. " I'm afraid I

can't see it. I haven't your picturesque imagina-

tion," she answered.

" I wish you had ; then, you'd realise the horror

of poverty and make some effort to hold on to
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your money instead of letting it slip—through

your hands."

" But I have become engaged to the only

available man. What more do you expect me to

do ?
"

" What more ! Great Heaven ! Dress, dance,

go out into the world. Give dances and theatre

parties, see people, anything except shut your-

self up alone here," Lucille exclaimed, throwing

out her hands as she spoke.

" But you forget I'm in mourning for my
uncle," Gwendoline reminded her.

" What need that matter ? I'm in mourning

for a husband. Neither of our dear departeds

has treated us as if they had much consideration

for us. Why should we consider them ?
"

Gwendoline rose in displeasure. " I don't

like to hear you talk like that. If that's the way
you think of your husband, why did you marry

him ?
" she asked.

" Why do any girls marry ? Because it's the

thing ; and if you don't, they'll say it's because

you never had the chance, and we're all so

dependent on the opinions of our friends—and

—

enemies—that we daren't be original and strike

out a new line for ourselves."

Miss Vaughan looked thoughtfully at her

friend. She was not sure whether Lucille had
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ever really been in love and was talking thus to

hide her feelings or whether she was as cold-

natured as she wished to appear. " If I had not

to lose my uncle's fortune by abstaining from

marriage, I'd remain single all my life," she

announced.
" Of course you would, my dear, and that's

exactly why your uncle made such an obnoxious

Will," Mrs. Bouverie agreed.

When Lucille set her heart on attaining an

object she generally succeeded. This, Gwendoline

admitted, and after a little more persuasion,

consented to her friend's wish.

" Though I'd far rather put off any trips until

my affairs are settled one way or the other," she

added.

" Nonsense, my dear. What on earth's the

good of postponing it. You have the means now.

If you're not married in the time the Will

provides for, you won't be able to afford trips.

As poor dear Gerald used to say, 'Eat your banquet

to-day. The food will be stale tomorrow.'

"

Shipping lists were consulted and the boat

chosen. They decided the " Wistaria," due to

sail the following week, would suit them. Cabins

were booked, the most expensive on board

—

Lucille remarking it was no use doing things by

halves. The house was to be let during their
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absence. A family from the country, coming

to town for the marriage of a daughter, required

such a residence for just the time occupied by

their trip.

Harriet and Bella were to stay on and " do "

for the new occupants. The chauffeur was to be

given a holiday, his services not being required,

as the new tenant drove his own car.

" Really, everything is going so smoothly that

I fear there's a catch in it somewhere," Lucille

remarked. " I hope nothing happens to prevent

our getting off."

Her gloomy prognostication, however, was not

to happen, and the appointed day saw the two

standing together on the " Wistaria's " deck,

grasping the upper ends of numerous gay-

hued paper streamers, while friends on the wharf

kept hold of the other ends, until the moving

vessel snapped the frail ropes.

It was of keen interest to Lucille to find out

what she could of their fellow passengers. The
first meal or two told little, as few women
ventured down to the dining saloon. The men,

with one exception, were an uninteresting lot,

she told her friend, who also kept her cabin for

the first day. " Mostly commercial travellers,

spending their time playing bridge or poker in the

smoking saloon," she announced.
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The exception was the Chief Officer, Mr.

Lamb, a bachelor and quite good-looking. " He's

inclined to flirt with me already, but he'll not

be difficult to shunt on to another line," Mrs.

Bouverie told Miss Vaughan.

The two had seats at Mr. Lamb's table,

which was a good omen, she thought. The
Captain was a married man and did not count,

neither did a couple of doctors, taking their

wives for a health trip.

" There's a Mrs. Malone with a family of four

of the worst behaved children I've ever encoun-

tered. Don't encourage them, Gwen, or you'll

never shake her off. She's a leech. She fixed

on me to confide in, told me her father was a

general. She has a portrait of him with 'epithets'

on his shoulders—poor dear man ! There's

another woman, a Mrs. Coombes, a widow with

two children, girl and boy, quiet and well brought

up to a casual observer, but I'm not so sure. I

haven't quite fathomed that family yet. Mrs.

Coombes and Mrs. Malone are very friendly at

present, but as, poor dear Gerald used to say,

' children—and dogs—cause ninety-nine per cent,

of broken friendships.'
"

When Gwendoline had recovered from the

first effects of sea-sickness and was able once more

to take an interest in her surroundings, she
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decided that the trip was going to be quite

enjoyable. She received a warm welcome from

the good-looking Chief Officer upon her first

appearance at his table, and she was not to know

that Lucille had already acquainted him with

the fact that Miss Vaughan was an heiress in

search of a husband to share her fortune, nor did

her friend enlighten her.

Mrs. Bouverie looked on, well pleased with the

success of her scheme. " It only needs the soft-

tropic nights in the moon-light to bring it to a

head," she reflected complacently.

Her dream, however, was interrupted when
Sydney was reached, for here the company

received several additions. One, a middle-aged

Frenchman, M. Desormes, a professional pearl-

buyer, transhipped from an Island steamer to the

" Wistaria," intending to run up in her to Cairns

on business. His seat in the dining saloon was

next to Gwendoline, at the Chief's table. Much
to the disgust of the latter, he soon began to

monopolise the girl, not only at meals, but at

other times, until his constant attentions became

the chief subject of conversation among their

fellow passengers. The women, especially, dis-

cussed the matter from various points of view.

" Your friend appears to have switched off

the Chief," Mrs. Malone announced to Lucille.



102 AN EMERGENCY HUSBAND
" I suppose she found there was—nothing doing

in that quarter."

" Miss Vaughan is a very attractive girl, and

men naturally admire her," Mrs. Bouverie re-

torted, at the same time wondering if Mr.

Desormes might not do as well as Mr. Lamb in

this case. She discovered that he was a widower

with a grown-up son, somewhere in New Guinea.

He appeared to be comfortably off, dressed well,

if a little more showily than she quite approved,

was well educated, well-read, knew how to

behave, did not put his knife in his mouth, which

Brown, as likely as not, did, she reflected. Then
he appeared to be genuinely attracted by Miss

Vaughan, and though Lucille would have been

better pleased to see Mr. Lamb the lucky man,

still, Mr. Desormes was quite desirable in the

part.

Another of their fellow passengers who showed

an interest in the course of events was a young

girl, who might have been pretty in a homely

way had not her complexion been so palpably

" improved " by the addition of a thick coating

of rouge and powder. Her hair suited her

complexion, being of an artificial golden hue.

She had come aboard at Melbourne, appearing

to have no friends on the boat. Gwendoline,

noticing her loneliness, took pity on her and tried
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to befriend her, offering her books, trying to

draw her into conversation, suggesting a walk up

and down the deck. Her efforts did not meet

with much success. The girl who gave her name

as Sylvia Bethune, pronouncing the latter

phonetically, preferred the highly sensational

novels she had brought with her to those

Gwendoline offered her. She showed reluctance

to talk about herself or her people, merely in-

forming the other that she had lately recovered

from a serious illness and was taking the trip for

the sake of her health. After a few turns up

and down the deck she pleaded fatigue and

withdrew again into her shell, nor could the other

persuade her to join in the usual board ship

amusements. She did not play bridge, he

announced, when Miss Vaughan sent the second

officer to ask her to make up a four.

" I don't know why you bother with her,"

grumbled Mrs. Bouverie. " She's as common
as they make them."

" She seems so lonely," Gwendoline said.

" Well, if you encourage her, I'm sure you'll

be sorry," was her friend's warning. " She's

not the sort of person you can ask to your house

and if you get too friendly on board, you'll find

it difficult to drop her when you're on shore."

This was the girl who made opportunities
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to break in on Mr. Desormes' conversations with

Miss Vaughan. At first, neither was particularly-

aware of it ; in fact, seeing her hovering near,

Gwendoline, with a kindly smile, beckoned to

her to join them and introduced her to the

Frenchman.

Miss Bethune spoke little herself, but sat with

them, listening to all that was said. This

occurred time and again. When Miss Vaughan

was alone the girl rarely approached her, but

as sure as Mr. Desormes dropped into a seat

beside her. Miss Bethune would find a convenient

perch nearby.

At last the Frenchman, growing restive at the

constant presence of a third person, asked,

" Does that young lady belong to your party,

Mademoiselle ?
"

" Oh, no ! I never saw her before. She is

alone and I suppose likes having someone to talk

to," the girl answered.

" And do you wish that she should talk always

with you when I would prefer that you talk

with me," he continued earnestly, when they

chanced to be alone.

Gwendoline felt a decisive moment had arrived

and did a bit of quick thinking. If she answered as

Mr. Desormes wished, she was aware it would be

an encouragement to him to woo her in marriage.
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Could she regard him as an acceptable husband ?

Was he, in other words, worth the sacrifice of

her independence in order to keep her fortune ?

As Lucille had remarked, though not altogether

in favour of a marriage with a foreigner, the man
was a gentleman, which nobody could accuse

Brown of being—but then, a marriage with

Brown would be different. She would still be

free as far as matrimonial bonds were concerned.

She would go her own way, paying Brown a

good round sum to keep out of that way. Could

she regard Mr. Desormes in the position of a

husband ? She thought she could. The French-

man's thoughtful attentions, his caressing accents

when addressing her, his softened glance for her

alone, all told in his favour.

The moonlight, silvering the gently heaving

ocean, the balmy air, the faint strains of a musical

comedy melody from a concertina in the stern,

all these aided his cause. The girl's mind was

made up. As she turned to answer his question,

a voice at her elbow, said :
" I may sit by you,

mayn't I, Miss Vaughan ? I've done my book

and don't want to start on another tonight."

" Mon Dieu J Toujours cette jille ! " and the

Frenchman impatiently turned his back on Miss

Bethune.

Gwendoline, though she could have done
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without the girl's company at that critical moment
in her affairs, was yet partly relieved that the

important step had been deferred, for Mr.

Desormes, she felt sure, would only postpone the

declaration, trembling on his lips, till a more

auspicious occasion.



CHAPTER X

MRS. COOMBES' PEARLS

The weather, after leaving Brisbane, was rainy

and unpleasant. Many of the children suffered

in consequence and made their parents suffer

also. Tempers grew short. The polite restraints

of civilized society became relaxed. The adult

passengers, unencumbered by parenthood, found

amusement in bridge, solo whist and other

in-door games. Deck games, however, became

impossible on the sloppy decks. The children

divided their time between climbing over their

parents, quarrelling among themselves or invading

the quarters assigned to the grown-ups. They

refused to stay in the saloon provided for them

and made life difficult for everybody else.

Neither Mrs. Malone nor Mrs. Coombes were

at their best during this trying time, though the

latter succeeded in hiding her irritation better

than her friend. " The poor darlings have

nowhere really to go," she apologised, when her

107
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little girl insisted on perching herself on the knee

of the Chief Engineer. The latter displayed a

penchant for the good-looking widow and sought

her society frequently when off duty. Hailing

from Scotland, he answered to the name of

McEchearn, usually shortened to " Mac." His

pronounced partiality for the society of the lady

may have been partly due to an air of prosperity

that clung to her, owing possibly to the smartness

and up-to-dateness of her frocks. He had heard

the men dub her the best dressed woman on board,

and that she could not lack means to satisfy her

every wish was emphasised by the costly string

of pearls she donned when dressed for special

occasions. Her pearls were the admiration and

envy of many a woman on board. Mac stroked

the child's curly head with a strong but gentle

hand. He was fond of children.

" A pity we couldn't get up a dance for them,"

he suggested. " It would work off some of their

superfluous energy."

Mrs. Coombes was charmed with the idea,

which she communicated to Mrs. Malone, who
was equally delighted, till the childless majority

took it up with the addition of making it a dance

for grown-ups as well.

" It isn't fair to the children," she protested.

" I know what'U happen. The little darlings'U
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be pushed to the wall and the selfish grown-ups'll

monopolise the floor. I've seen it in town.

And the greedy things'U eat up all the children's

supper, too." She appealed to Mrs. Coombes

for her opinion, and the latter agreed with her.

This, however, was the last occasion on which

these two friends- saw eye to eye. The great split

between them occurred over the children's

dinner on the day of the dance, the evening before

their arrival at Townsville, where some of the

families would be leaving the boat.

The four little Malones and the two little

Coombeses, by virtue of having joined the

steamer at Melbourne, assumed a proprietorship

of affairs in the nursery department denied to

those children who only joined at Sydney or

Brisbane. Consequently they demanded any

extra dainties to be supplied first to themselves

—

in case the supply should run short.

The stewardess did her best to dispense

benefits equally, but often, for the sake of peace,

was forced to supply the loudest lunged children

at the expense of the quiet ones. Mrs. Malone's

four bouncing youngsters, being more noisy

than their companions, became so accustomed

to receiving the best that they looked on it as

their right. This evening, however, another

stewardess, who knew nothing of rights or
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privileges, was assigned to the charge of the

children's table at the evening meal.

The four young Malones took so long over their

puddings and tarts that the tv^^o young Coombeses

had finished an ice-cream each and were well

through a second, when the terrible fact became

known that there were no more forthcoming for

the children's table.

In vain the four declaimed against the verdict.

The Coombeses had had two each and they m^ust

have the same or woe to the Shipping Co.

The stewardess, unused to such " carryings-on,"

tried to secure peace by promising more the next

day. In vain !
" I'll tell Mother !

" threatened

little Tim Malone, and Mother was straightway

informed of the rank injustice to Ireland in the

persons of her four young hopefuls.

Useless to vent her indignation on the ship's

staff, so she turned her wrath indirectly on

gentle-voiced Mrs. Coombes. The greed and

bad bringing-up of some people's children she'd

never seen the likes of. Didn't she pay as much
for Tim and Dennis and Polly and Eily as Mrs.

Coombes paid for her brats ? Always stuffing

they were, too . And more to the same

purpose.

Mrs. Coombes raised eyes at the clamouring

mother, but uttered no word in reply, till, for
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want of matter for argument, Mrs. Malone was

obliged to desist, retreating with, as she claimed,

the honours of a one-sided contest.

" I admired your calm way of treating that

lady," McEchearn told the widow, afterwards.

He had been within earshot, but carefully

avoided being drawn into the quarrel.

" She's a personforwhom I feel very sorry," Mrs.

Coombes said in her soft, cooing voice, " every

time I look at her four children with their

dreadful ears ! To have eight such ears in one

family is nothing short of a calamity," and she

gazed affectionately at the shell-like ears of her

own little Paulina, thankful that whatever out-

standing characteristic her children possessed, it

was not " ears !

"

It was the night of the dance arranged for the

amusement of the children, and Paulina and her

brother Cedric were dressed suitably for the

occasion ; Paulina in white silk and her brother

in brown velvet. It was an occasion on which

children get out of hand and the young folk on

the " Wistaria " were no exception to the rule.

They roamed impatiently around every part of

the ship where they were least wanted. Mothers

grew irritable and with raised voices endeavoured

to restrain their own and their neighbours'
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offspring. Weepings and wailings arose near and

far, until the promoters of the entertainment

vowed it should be the last they would have

anything to do with. Even the well-behaved

little Coombescs showed signs of developing into

the common or garden species of child, in spite

of their mother's gently murmured admonition

to set a good example to the young Malones

and show them the way well-brought up little

people should behave.

" Let me sit on your knee then, Mummy,"
Paulina begged in her coaxingest voice. Now
Mrs. Coombes was robed for the occasion in

a fresh " Parisian Confection," as the fashion

papers describe such things, which would not be

improved by her daughter's athletic limbs making

havoc of its laces and frills.

" Not to-night, Sweetheart," she said gently.

" Then Mac'U let me sit on his knee," persisted

the child.

McEchearn was fond of children in the lump

and of Paulina in particular, because she was

Mrs. Coombes' daughter. He willingly con-

sented and quiet reigned in that quarter until

he was called away.

" Mummy, can I have your pearlies to play

with," the little girl asked in her pretty wheedling

tone.
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" No, darling." Mrs. Coombes had gone back

to her book when the engineer departed.

" Where does pearlies come from, Mummy ?
"

" From oysters, Pet."

" Where does oysters live ?
"

" In the sea. Dearie."

" How does oysters get pearlies, Mummy ?
"

" They make them inside their shells."

" Does pearlies like being in the sea, Mummy ?
"

" I don't know, Darling."

Paulina paused in her questioning, but, climb-

ing on her mother's chair, placed two soft little

arms caressingly round her neck. When she

withdrew them the pearl necklet came with them.
" Mummy, I've got your pearlies !

" she cried

delightedly.

" Oh, child, child, be careful ! You know how
Mummy values them," Mrs. Coombes implored,

but the well-brought up child was off with the

five hundred pound necklet, calling back as she

ran, " All right, Mummy ! I only want to show

them for a minute."

Cedric, his eyes starting from his head in

rapturous anticipation, followed. He knew that

his sister was clever at inventing the newest kind

of amusement and, if sometimes at another's

cost, that was his look out, or hers, as the case

might be.
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Paulina stopped in front of an elderly maiden

lady busily knitting an intricate sort of garment

requiring various shades of wool.

" Will you give me a big, long bit of your

pretty blue wool, please ?
" Paulina begged,

seeing the blue wool ball free from the work at

the moment.
" Certainly, my dear. What are you going to

do with it ?
"

" Knit," lied the child.

" Would you like me to teach you ?
" inquired

the old lady, charmed at being patronised by the

most popular child on board, who was generally

too much taken up to deign to notice anyone so

humble and unattractive as herself.

" Not just now, thank you," answered Paulina,

with her ingratiating smile.

A long thread of wool was broken off and

handed over and the child, followed by Cedric,

made her way to the side of the vessel, whence

presently she let down the necklet, firmly attached

to the blue thread and delightedly watched it

being drawn through the waves.

A whoop from McEchearn, who had re-appeared

on deck, so startled the children that Paulina

lost hold of the blue thread and, in an excited

endeavour to recover it, all but followed the

pearls to the bottom of the ocean. A timely
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grab at her legs by Mac saved her. Her cry of

distress brought Mrs. Coombes over to see what

caused it.

" I dinna ken just how to tell ye, Mam,"
stuttered McEchearn, who had grown pale, as

much at the loss of the jewels as at the child's

narrow escape. The child could have been

recovered from the sea, the pearls were lost for

ever. " I was approaching the bairns and when

I saw what they were up to, I just let out a yell

to stay them and I'm afraid I'm to blame for the

loss of your jewellery."

" Not my pearls, oh ! not my necklace !

Your dear father's last gift to me ! Oh, darling,

darling, how could you ?
" and the widow burst

into musical sobbing, burying her tears in Paulina's

curls.

" I didn't mean to. Mummy dear. I didn't

mean to," and the child mingled her tears with

her mother's.

" I'm sure of that, darling." Then, turning

to the engineer, " Forgive me for breaking down
like this, but they were my husband's last gift to

me before he died," she explained.

" And Mac saved me from falling in, too," the

child informed her.

" She was just following, Mam, when I caught

her by the leg," he explained.
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The widow raised her head, her eyes glistening

with gratitude.

" How can I ever thank you enough, Mr.

McEchearn ^ What are my jewels compared with

my darling's life ?
"

Mac began to feci himself a hero. He knew

that, in spite of his thrift, wliich was represented

by a nice little nest egg put out at safe interest,

he could never hope to be able to replace that

five hundred pound necklet. What a charming

lady she was though. How gracious her way

of brushing aside her great loss, caused by

his clumsiness, and making a hero of him

instead of demanding compensation. Charming

mother of a charming child he thought,

gratefully.

" Mrs. Coombes, I can't ever hope to make up

to you for the loss of the jewels, but if there's

any other way I can help you to forget it and

forgive me for being the cause, just let me know

and I'll esteem it a favour," and Mac beamed

admiringly on the group of mother and daughter

clasped in each other's arms.

The widow shook her head. " Nothing can

ever replace that necklet in my eyes," she told

him. " My dead husband's last gift to me, just

before his death," and she raised her handkerchief

again to her eyes.
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" Mummy dear, you've got lots more at home,"

Paulina reminded.

" Yes, dear, but not your father's last gift.

That is gone for ever."

Lots more at home ! reflected Mac. She

must be a gold-mine of jewellery. " Dear Mrs.

Coombes," he said aloud, " There's something on

my mind I'd like to tell you." Here he stole a

glance at her face to see how she was taking his

words. Finding everything apparently in his

favour, he continued, " You know I'm a—thrifty

sort of chap and, saving a good half of my pay,

I'm by way of being a warm man by-and-by.

Now, I'm not sae young as I was and feeling a

wee bit lonesome at times. I know I'm not much
to look at compared with some, but if you could

put up wi' me as I am, I'd—I'd " She held

out her carefully manicured hand and his great

fist closed over it.

Paulina crept quietly away, unnoticed by either

of them.

" Well, I never ! If she's not the limit ! Did

you ever see anything like the way she angled

for that unfortunate young—fellow ?
" Mrs.

Malone exclaimed when she heard of it. " Five

hundred pound necklace, indeed ! Five hundred
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fiddlesticks ! Brummy—that's what those pearls

were. I know because I've got one the

spit of hers, only better. I didn't bring it with

me, not being in need of another husband yet,

Mr. Malone being still alive, thank God !

"

" You mean to say Mrs. Coombes's pearls

weren't real ?
" gasped McEchearn later, when he

heard her pronouncement, while he silently

denounced himself for a fool.

" They were brummy, I tell you."

" And not worth five hundred pounds, or

more ?
" he demanded, while " Fool ! fool !

"

rang in his brain.

" Not worth five hundred shillings," Mrs.

Malone assured him. " I ought to know. I tell

you I've got one identically the same. Won it

in a shilling raffle."

"And how much would you say it was worth ?"

he queried.

" About two ten, or three," she told him.

Fool ! Fool ! he could have bought her another

and been free.

" And isn't it true she has more at home ?
"

he asked. " She says she has and I don't wish to

doubt the lady's word."
" Probably she has any amount of the same

sort, for stage use. She was an actress, though

I've nothing against her for that. ' All the
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world's a stage and all the men and women only-

players ', as Hamlet says."

" I dinna think ye're correct there, Mam. I

think t'was not Hamlet made that particular

statement."

" It's a wonder he didn't then. He was well

up in most of the familiar quotations," asserted

Mrs. Malone.
" I'm real sorry for that poor McEchearn,"

she informed Mrs. Bouverie, later on. " He
thought he was in for a nice soft job, marrying

a rich widow and the poor deluded man'll have

to keep her and her brats, too, if I'm not mistaken.

I've a suspicion amounting to a certainty that the

lady was just about at the end of her tether and

came this trip for no other reason than to hook a

second victim."

" But look at the frocks she wears," Lucille

argued. " They couldn't be bought for no-

thing."

" Bait, my dear, bait—and they've caught the

fish."

" Perhaps Mr. McEchearn has really fallen in

love with her for herself and not for any money
he may have credited her with," Mrs. Bouverie

suggested.

Mrs. Malone looked incredulous. " Mr.

McEchearn's a Scotchman and among his country-
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men * the love of money is the first duty of man,'

as the Bible tells us."

" But it doesn't tell us anything of the sort,"

protested Lucille.

" I've read it there, myself."

" Impossible," the other maintained.

" Do you tell me I can't show you those words

in the Bible ?
" Mrs. Malone asked, heatedly.

" Not as you quote them," the other told her.

" Oh, well, I know I've read it somewhere.

Anyway, she's netted him and he's not likely to

get out of her net in a hurry."

" Perhaps she'll meet someone more suitable

and break it off," Lucille suggested. " I shouldn't

say Mr. McEchearn's exactly the kind of man to

suit Mrs. Coombes."
*' Not she. A bird in the hand gathers no moss

—

off her, as Shakespeare says."

Mrs. Bouverie laughed. " I don't remember

anything like that in Shakespeare."

" Well, it's only because he didn't happen to

think of it. He said most things," her companion

finished.



CHAPTER XI

THE END OF THE DANCE

Mr. Desormes had not enjoyed himself as

much as he expected. The dancing floor was

smooth and poHshed, the music all that could be

wished, the evening perfect for mild exercise.

Yet he was not happy. He had not found an

opportunity to speak to Miss Vaughan alone.

As the dance was arranged specially to amuse the

children, Gwendoline held it was the duty of the

grown-ups to see that the little ones had a good

time.

She set herself to dance with each little

Coombes, Malone and others in turn and, to

please her, Mr. Desormes did the same.

At last the children, having eaten more supper

than was good for them, were safely tucked up

in bed and the grown-ups had leisure to think

of themselves.

" Have you been enjoying it ?
" Gwendoline

asked Miss Bethune, seeing the girl standing near
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when she and the Frenchman were resting after a

dance.

" Not much. I don't like the way the chaps

here dance. Common, I call it," the other

replied.

Mr. Desormes led Gwendoline aside. " Will

that young woman never leave us to ourselves,

you and me, Madamoiselle," he asked, fretfully.

" She, what you call haunts us, is it not ?
"

" Perhaps she admires you. Monsieur," laughed

Miss Vaughan.
" Dieu defend !

" exclaimed her companion.
" No, no. Miss Vaughan. I do not flattare

myself that a young lady, to whom I do not pay

attentions, is enamoured of me. It is only when
you are with me she so constantly attends us."

" Or when you are with me," supplemented

Gwendoline. " She leaves me alone at other

times."

" Now, however, we have escaped her. Mada-

moiselle, and I would talk a little in quiet. You
can spare me a few minutes ? It is not too late

yet, no ?
"

Miss Vaughan signified her willingness to remain

up a little longer.

The soft warm curtain of night hung over

them like a caress after the noise and bustle of the

children's party. The girl wondered what had
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become of Lucille. Was she among the shadows

on deck, perhaps with the chief officer, who,

disappointed in his hopes of Miss Vaughan, had

transferred his attentions to her friend. Possibly,

she thought, Mrs. Bouverie was even then

watching them from some concealed corner,

hopeful of the effect of the moonlight and tropical

surroundings on the fortunes of her friend.

With a sigh of resignation, Gwendoline prepared

herself to listen to the declaration she knew was

coming and which she had schooled herself to

accept. The money was worth some sacrifice

and a middle-aged French gentleman preferable

to an illiterate young Brown.

Scarcely had her lover spoken the preliminary

carefully chosen words, however, than Miss

Bethune swam into their vision and made towards

them. The declaration was cut short by a

smothered oath.

" Oh, here you two are ! I couldn't find you

anywhere. I thought you must be in bed."

"It is yourself ought to have been in your

bed long ago. Miss Beeton," Mr. Desormes told

her, angrily. " It is not proper, for young girls

like you to be wandering about a ship's deck at

one o'clock in the morning."
" I want some coffee. Wouldn't you two like

some coffee if I get them to bring it ?
" she asked.
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" No tliank you," Gwendoline answered.

" Yes—yes, please, Madamoisellc," the man
interposed hastily. Then as the girl departed to

get it. " It will get rid of her for awhile, at any

rate. She will not find the coffee in a hurry.

The stewards are all off duty by this time."

He was wrong, however, for in a few minutes

Miss Bethune returned, followed by a steward

carrying a tray with two coffee cups. She handed

them to the others.

" Good-night. I'm going to have mine in

bed," she announced as she turned and left them.
" A good-hearted girl—she means well—per-

haps, but she is what you call a burr," commented

Mr. Desormes.

The two sipped their coffee slowly. The
Frenchman's intended declaration had been

interrupted and it would take a few minutes

getting back to the point at which Sylvia Bethune

had broken in on their solitude.

Laying down her empty cup, Gwendoline

waited till he should re-introduce the subject.

He remained silent so long that she looked round,

almost inclined to resent his apparent change of

mind. What she saw, however, caused her to

start up and cry out.

" Mr. Desormes ! what is the matter ? Are

you ill ?
" for the man was leaning back in his
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seat, his face drawn and livid, his eyes staring

and expressionless.

He muttered something indistinguishable in

answer to her question.

" Oh, how terrible ! I'm—I'll look for the

doctor !
" Snatching up her own cushion, with

trembling hands she placed it where it might

support his head, then hastened in search of help.

Fortunately there was more than one doctor

among the passengers on the " Wistaria," and

she had not far to seek. Pronouncing it a

paralytic stroke the doctor had him put to bed

and requisitioned a nurse, also among the passen-

gers, to lend her services.

The excitement over the sudden seizure died

down almost as quickly as it arose and the usual

quiet settled on the vessel which was to arrive

at Townsville the next morning. Gwendoline,

however, lay awake the remainder of the night.

She had never seen death and the shock at the

sight of the sudden change in her late companion

from robust health to terrifying helplessness,

made her conclude the worst. The ghastly sight

was ever before her eyes. She felt she could

never forget it. It would remain with her while

life lasted. It was horrible !

Lucille offered to stay with her, but she refused

to let her sit up. Finding that she was suffering
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from nervous shock, Mrs. Bouverie insisted on

giving her a sleeping draught, v\hich brought

oblivion towards morning, and for a space the

girl's troubles v^^ere forgotten. When she awoke

it was noon, and the sun-bathed houses and

streets of Townsville and its surrounding hills

were in view.

" How is he ? " was her first question, as

realisation slowly returned to her dormant mind,

" Just the same. The doctor can't say for

certain what caused the attack. They've wire-

lessed for an ambulance to meet the boat and are

sending him to the hospital. The doctor thinks

it may prove a long illness," Lucille told her.

" And will he be left all alone ?
" the other

asked. " Ought not we to stay here till he is

better ? It seems so unkind to go on and leave

him to strangers."

" Did he get as far as proposing ? Are you

engaged ? " her friend demanded bluntly.

" No."
" Then we'll go on with our trip as he's out

of the running, and you needn't waste sympathy

on his loneliness. He has lots of friends in

Townsville," she assured her.

" But—I feel responsible, in a way. I was with

him when it happened and it was to please me
he danced with all the children. I didn't think
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it would hurt him or I wouldn't have asked him

to," Miss Vaughan told her,

" Now don't begin to reproach yourself.

You're too soft-hearted. You don't think enough

of yourself and your own interests. Gwen

!

Gwen ! when I undertook to chaperon you and

guide you in the ways that should benefit us

both, I little thought what a responsibility I was

shouldering."

" I must have been born under an unlucky

star, I'm afraid. I seem to bring misfortune to

my friends," the girl said.

" Nonsense ! You're upset and no wonder.

It was an unpleasant experience for you, certainly.

But nobody's born unlucky. It's a person's

own fault if they fail. Buck up, my dear. Force

Fate to bow to your will. Don't give in at the

first set-back. Look at me ! I've had to lose

everything that I used to think made life worth

living, including poor dear Gerald, but I've

managed to come up smiling in spite of every-

thing."

Gwendoline sighed. " I haven't your spirit,

Lucille. You're a born fighter. I'm a fatalist."

" Then I'll fight for both of us," the other

promised.



CHAPTER XII

A SECOND WOOING

Mrs. Bouverie was as good as her word. She

had kept Mr. Lamb, the Chief Officer, at her

side during the Frenchman's wooing of Miss

Vaughan. Now that Mr. Desormes was laid up

with an iUness that might possibly last so long as to

preclude his further usefulness as a husband for

the heiress, the widow complacently offered her

own swain in his place.

Nothing loth to try his fortune, the Chief

readily fell into the part allotted to him. Between

Townsville and Cairns, their farthest northerly

port of call, he was as assiduous in his attentions

as poor Mr. Desormes had formerly been.

" Queer," remarked Mrs. Malone. " I thought

it was going to be a match between Miss Vaughan

and that French gentleman. She openly en-

couraged him and now she's carrying on the same

way with poor Mr. Lamb. I can't see what the

men find to admire in her."
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" I told you Miss Vaughan is a very attractive

girl," Mrs. Bouverie repeated.

" Well, all I can say is, I for one don't admire

her. She's one of the dark quiet kind. Men
don't care for 'em as a rule. Mr. Malone says

they've nothing in them. ' Give me your blonde

beauties, every time,' he says. ' They've twice

the life and spirit of brunettes.' And I've heard

others say likewise."

" And yet, if Mr. Malone v^ere to meet Miss

Vaughan I daresay he'd be as attracted as Mr.

Desormes or Mr. Lamb," Lucille suggested,

mischievously.

" Then he'll bring a mare's nest about his ears

if he starts that sort of thing," exclaimed his wife

bridling at the suggestion.

The run to Cairns was done in perfect weather.

" I'm sorry I can't get away to take you up to

Kuranda and show you the Barron Falls and other

sights worth seeing," lamented the Chief, when
the passengers were preparing to go ashore.

Gwendoline was sorry, too. She found the

young man's attentions very pleasant. He was

young and good-looking and laid himself out to

please.

" After all, it's just as well you hadn't engaged

yourself to Monsieur Desormes," commented Mrs.

Bouverie. " One can never be certain how one
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will hit it off with foreigners. It's all very well

before marriage, but afterwards !—their ways

are different from ours. Now, Mr. Lamb is an

awfully decent sort as far as my judgment goes,

and won't give you a moment's anxiety."

" Dear," her friend answered. " Are you sure

you are not sacrificing your own happiness ?

Don't you care for him yourself ?
"

" Not considerably," Lucille told her. " At

any rate, not in the way I hope you will. No, as

a matter of fact, I think I left my heart behind

me in Melbourne."
" And I never guessed," Gwendoline ejaculated.

" May I know the name of the favoured man ?
"

" I don't know what you'll say if I tell you.

Perhaps you'll think I'm a fool—or worse. It's

Roberts—there I know by your face, you're

disgusted."

" No—not disgusted, but surprised, certainly.

I can't fancy his being your style of man."
" Why not ? He's good-looking—some would

say handsome—for his position. If he were dressed

as a man about town he could hold his own with

anyone, I know."
" But you wouldn't marry him," Gwendoline

asserted.

Lucille laughed. " I'm not likely to get the

chance. He won't ask me."
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" But if he does," persisted Miss Vaughan.

Mrs. Bouverie's face clouded. She shook her

head slowly. " No. I might admire him and all

that—even go as far as losing my heart to him,

but I shall never marry again, unless I'm assured

of a comfortable income. No more love in a

cottage for me, dear. It didn't answer with

poor, dear Gerald, and certainly I'll not venture

it with another."

Lucille's revelation provided Miss Vaughan

with food for serious thought. If she succeeded

in securing her own fortune by marriage with no

matter whom, might she not further her friend's

happiness by furnishing Roberts wdth a lucrative

post, whereby he might earn sufficient to meet

Lucille's matrimonial requirements ? It is won-

derful how some people will endeavour to turn

every happening in their own life to the benefit

of others rather than reach out to grasp happiness

for themselves. Such persons are never really

happy unless their joys are shared by others

—

they keep their sorrows closely hidden in their own
breasts. They smooth the path for other feet to

tread. They clear the brambles from the way.

In short, they make life worth living. Quiet,

shunning publicity, gentle voiced, they pass on

their way frequently unnoticed by the noisy,

hustling throng ; but when they leave us, the
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gap caused by their loss is a very real one. The
watchword of such people is unselfishness, for-

getting self in thought for others.

The knowledge that by her own marriage she

might be able to contribute to Lucille's happiness

made Gwendoline the more resolved. Her accept-

ance of the attentions of the Chief had so far

been passive. From this on, she set herself to

meet him half way. He was flattered, con-

ceiving that he had made a conquest of the heiress.

At Cairns, the short separation was almost that

of lovers parting.

Gwendoline and her companion joined a

party from the " Wistaria," and all put in the

time at Kuranda until the boat was ready to start

on its return trip down the coast. They duly

admired the Barron and other famous Falls

;

saw something of the dense tropical forest scenery
;

visited a coffee plantation worked by natives

and were introduced to a celebrated collector of

butterflies and moths and other insects, who had

his residence in the place. All visitors to Kuranda

are expected to visit this famous collection of most

lovely entomological specimens. There may

be seen some of the rarest moths and butter-

flies to be found in Northern Queensland and

New Guinea, and from it the museums of other

countries are supplied.
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Miss Vaughan, in a rash moment, made a

purchase of a few specimens for Cedric Coombes,

who evinced a keen interest in insects, which she

thought should be encouraged.

Her gift, however, led to so much trouble

between the Coombes and Malone families,

that she was perforce obliged to extend her

generosity to the rival young folk. Even then,

the trouble was not entirely overcome. It

continued to simmer after they returned on

board the boat.

Tim and Dennis Malone discovered that their

specimens were less gorgeous in hue than Cedric's.

They demanded an exchange, which he refused.

" It ain't fair. His are butterflies and ours

are only moths," they complained to Miss

Vaughan. " Why didn't you buy us butterflies,

too ?
"

" Do you know the difference between

moths and butterflies ?
" the girl asked.

" Course we do. Butterflies is pretty and moths

is ugly."

" On the contrary, Cedric's pretty big blue

ones, that you want, happen to be moths," she

told them. " And some of your grey ones are

butterflies."

They did not believe her, of course, not even

when she quoted the information she had obtained



134 AN EMERGENCY HUSBAND

from the collector, himself, that the antennae

of a butterfly thickens at the tips, whereas those

of a moth are finer at the end.

So fiercely did the quarrel between the

youngsters rage that McEchearn at length inter-

fered.

" Ye young blackguards ! If ye dinna stop it,

I'll pitch the lot of your wee beastes overboard,"

he threatened, which direful suggestion put an

end to the controversy.

Their arrival at Townsville and inquiry as to

Mr. Desormes' progress brought the information

that his condition had not materially changed.

The doctors were still at a loss to account for the

illness but had every hope that he would even-

tually recover.

Might they be allowed to see him ? Mrs.

Bouverie asked. No, the Matron thought it

better not. It would only worry him to see

strangers. So they left messages of sympathy

and came away.

" Thank Heaven, there was Mr. Lamb to

take his place," Lucille reflected as they steamed

Brisbanewards, leaving behind them the warmth

and glamour of the tropics. She sighed. Those

tropical nights, on which she had counted so

hopefully, had failed her.

As far as she knew, nothing was settled between
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Gwendoline and Mr. Lamb, though the latter

continued un-remitting in his attentions to the

girl. He would need to make the running

quicker, however, Mrs. Bouverie decided. They

would have less than a month after they reached

Melbourne in which to arrange for the marriage.

Good Heavens ! Less than a month to

decide between wealth or penury !

If he had not proposed by the time they

reached Sydney, she would ask him his intentions.

She was Miss Vaughan's chaperon and ought to

look after her interests.

Ere they entered Sydney Heads, however, the

Chief Officer was taken ill. It was nothing, he

declared. A touch of Malaria probably, picked

up years back in the Islands. He used often to

have attacks, though lately, he had been free

from it, and hoped he had got rid of it. He grew

so weak and helpless, however, that the Captain

sent him ashore and obtained a substitute for

the run to Melbourne.
" I do seem unlucky," Gwendoline lamented,

" and I bring my friends ill luck too."

" Nonsense ! As I told you Fm no believer in

luck, good or bad. Things may come all right.

The Chief, let us hope, will be well enough to

follow on soon. Tell me ! Is it fixed up ? Are

you engaged ?
"
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" Yes," the girl admitted. " He proposed last

evening and I accepted him."
" That's good. We'll have nearly a month

to make all arrangements and you won't want a

big wedding, I suppose."

" As quiet as possible," her friend insisted.

" Now, of course, you'll pension off Brown."
" I suppose so, or pay him compensation for

the loss of a wife." She laughed mirthlessly.

" What do you think the loss will be worth ?

A wife only in name."
" Not so much to him as to some. With your

compensation money he'll easily find a wife in his

own class."



CHAPTER XIII

BROKEN PROMISES

The " Wistaria " reached Melbourne in cold

and rainy weather; passengers heaved many a

regretful sigh for the warmth they had left

behind.

"Never mind," Gwendoline said, consolingly

—

" We can take another run up the coast next

winter—if all goes well," she added.

Roberts was waiting for them with the car

and Mrs. Bouverie had a warm welcome for the

spic and span chauffeur who greeted both the

ladies with smiling civility.

" How nice to be home again," Lucille ex-

claimed as he tucked the rug about their knees.

They found the house ready for their reception.

The tenants had been all that could be desired,

even Harriet and Bella having little to say against

them and much in their favour.

" It was real nice to feel there was a man in the

137
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'ouse for once," Harriet averred. " We'll miss

that now 'e's gorn."

" She's quite right," Mrs. Bouverie said.

" A house in a lonely position like this should

have a man in it and when you and Mr. Lamb
are here it will be safe enough. In the meantime,

why not get Roberts to sleep in one of the rooms ?

The dressing-room off your bedroom will do.

There's the door leading to the back stair-case

he can use to go in and out without coming into

the front at all, and he need only occupy it at

night.

So it was settled. A Yale lock on the bed-

room side of the dividing door prevented its

being opened from the dressing-room without

the aid of a key and Miss Vaughan kept both

keys.

Mr. Lamb wrote from Sydney telling

Gwendoline he was convalescent and intended

leaving for Victoria by the first boat belonging

to the Company.
" It really looks as if Fate had got tired of

harassing us and intends to let us have a good

time for the future," Lucille remarked one fine

morning at the beginning of Spring.

The Chief Officer might be expected any

moment and the two girls had decorated the

rooms with daffodils in his honour.
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Harriet entered with letters. " The postman

left these, Miss," she told her mistress, handing

them to her.

A couple of bills, a draper's advertising catalogue

and a large, square, rather thin grey envelope.

Gwendoline took them, put aside the bills and

catalogue and with a paper-knife cut open the

letter. The equally thin paper within the cover

was written over in a large sprawling hand,

resembling a school-girl's unformed caligraphy.

She remained silent so long after reading it that

Lucille grew curious.

" Whom is your letter from, Gwen ? if it's not

a rude question," she said.

" I don't know."
" You don't know ? Well what's her name ?

I suppose it's a her.''^

*' I can't tell you—there's no name."

Something in Gwendoline's voice or manner

brought Lucille to her side. " Do you mean it's

anonymous ?
" she asked, suspecting another

blow from unkind Fate.

Gwendoline bowed her head in assent, too

agitated to speak for the moment.
" What does it say, dear ? May I see ? If

it's anonymous, don't take any notice. Burn

it."

Gwendoline held it out to her friend, and,
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rising, walked to the window, tears of humiliation

and anger filling her eyes.

This is what Lucille read.

" Dear Miss,—I am sure you are much too

good and kind to wish to liurt anyone as

lonely and helpless as me and if as is said

you are tliinking to marry Mr. Lamb the gent

as was on the Wistaria, when I tell you as he

is already engaged a long time to me and

bound by all the laws of God to right the wrong
he done me I feel sure kind lady you won't

rob me of him. With my blessing following

you for your happiness which I am sure you

will enjoy with a much better man than Mr.

Lamb I beg to subscribe myself,

A prior claimant !

"

" What a wicked, shameless hussy. I don't

believe a word of it and neither must you,"

Mrs. Bouverie exclaimed in disgust, when she

read it.

" I can't help believing it. Why should any

woman invent such a horrible insult to me ?

Someone I know nothing about—have never

seen ?
"

" I don't know, but I don't believe there's a

word of truth in it. Anyway, you can ask him

when you see him, if you're not afraid of hurting

his feelings."
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" I shall not see him again."

" Gwendoline ! You don't mean you'd throw

him over on account of this tissue of falsehoods

;

from such a brazen creature, too ?
"

" How do you know she's not a deeply wronged

woman ?
"

" I don't know anything about her and don't

want to ; but if you're thinking of throwing over

a decent man because of what an anonymous

letter says, then I think you're a fool and deserve

to lose all your fortune."

" I'm sorry, Lucille, but you have not been

insulted as I have."

" By whom ?
" demanded the other.

" By Mr. Lamb."
" I tell you I don't believe it. Let me ask

him if you won't. I'm certain he'll deny there's

a word of truth in the whole concoction."

" I've no doubt he will."

" And wouldn't you believe his word against

this—this creature's ?
"

" No."
" Gwendoline, I implore you ! At least, listen

to his explanation. Don't rush blindfold to

destruction. He may have something to say,

even if there should be half a truth in this accusa-

tion, some extenuating circumstances."

" I have said I won't see him nor have him
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enter my liouse," Miss Vaughan declared firmly.

" You're very unforgiving. I didn't think

you could be so hard."

" I can forgive a great deal to a person I care

for if I think they are sorry for their wrong-

doing—but not this."

When a little later, poor unsuspecting Mr.

Lamb 'phoned to inquire when Miss Vaughan

would be ready to receive him, the message that

greeted his eager ears was that the ladies would

not be at home to him at any time.

Thereupon followed a letter from the aston-

ished suitor begging to know the reason for such

a reply. Gwendoline tore up his letter.

" So ends that," she announced, trying to

appear firm, though her lips trembled.

" And we are back to where we started from

—Mr. Brown," the widow answered.

" At least he is straightforward and honest,

even if he isn't polished," the girl affirmed.

" Well, I only hope you will never live to repent

it," was Mrs. Bouverie's comment.

Gwendoline had to call up all her determination

to carry out what her conscience told her was

right. At the same time a great fear assailed

her lest her action might recoil on her friend.

She might lose the chance of giving Lucille

and the young chauffeur the means of happiness she
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had dreamed of for them. Suppose for some

unforeseen cause Brown failed her ! But she

must not think that ; no use meeting trouble

half-way.

She wrote to him asking him to make arrange-

ments for their marriage, sending necessary par-

ticulars. The reply she received was quite

satisfactory, assuring her he was quite ready

to carry out his part of the agreement and would

at once see the Rev. Ebenezer Kingsmill about

it. He presumed she would prefer being married

by a Minister and not the Registrar, and the

Rev. Ebenezer was accustomed to unite couples

at a moment's notice, so to speak.

Miss Vaughan had nothing to say against the

arrangement. The minister was well known by

name as a celebrant of hasty nuptials. Hers

would only be one more added to the list.

She told Lucille it was to be the following week,

the day before the expiry of the term fixed by

her uncle. She would enjoy single blessedness

as long as possible. So moved was Mrs. Bouverie

at the girl's jilting—as she regarded it—of " that

eminently desirable Mr. Lamb for a little bounder

like Brown," that she was driven to confide in

Roberts for lack of another.

He quite agreed that Brown was not a suitable

partner for Miss Vaughan.
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" And yet it is better she wed him than let all

old Mr. Vaughan's money—dreadful old man
he must have been—go to those unspeakable

relations of the late Mrs. Vaughan. Don't

you think so ?
"

Roberts of course assented.

" Not that I've ever seen any of them and trust

I never may, whatever happens," the lady added.

" I suppose Miss Vaughan never thought of

a compromise in the matter," the chauffeur

suggested. " I mean making terms with those

—impossible relations, letting them take part

of the fortune without her being obliged to marry

anybody."
" I should think not ! No compromise would

be possible with persons of their description."

" And what is their description ?
" the man

asked.

" I haven't the least idea but I'm sure it's

horrid," Lucille declared.

" Probably you're right," Roberts agreed.

" And when is the wedding to be ?
"

She told him of Brown's promise to arrange

with the Rev. Ebenezer Kingsmill for the follow-

ing week. " Just one day before the time is up."

" Cutting it pretty fine, isn't it, ma'am ?
"

Roberts said.

" It is. I lie awake at night worrying over
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the question of what will become of us if anything

goes wrong at the last moment. But don't

let Miss Vaughan know I've talked like this to

you. She would be terribly annoyed to think

I had been discussing her affairs with a
"

She paused in time, flushing at her indiscretion.

" I understand, ma'am," the man answered,

in no way offended, she was thankful to observe.

He did not mention to her his intention of

personally interviewing the Rev. Ebenezer and

finding out what his cousin had done towards

arranging for the marriage to take place.

He accordingly asked for the evening off and

took his way to the minister's house. He found

him at home and able to see him. The two

were closeted together for over an hour and

when the young man left he was smiling as if he

had found the interview satisfactory. The
Reverend Ebenezer was also smiling and richer

by a guinea, transferred from the chauffeur's

pocket to his own.



CHAPTER XIV

WHAT HAPPENED AT BRANGAN'S

After his interview with the minister, Roberts

dropped into Yank's wine-shop. Though long

after closing time a few choice spirits were

gathered within its doors. Police raids, which

frequently happened at other city drinking

premises, were almost unknown at Brangan's.

It may have been that he stood well with the

authorities, as some averred, or it may have been

that his system of scouts was so thorough that

whenever a raid had been undertaken nothing

was discovered to justify it and, rather than

incur ridicule for undue diligence, the police

left him in peace.

This evening the chauffeur found a family

dispute in progress. Sue was demanding pay-

ment for services rendered and Brangan was

withholding it.

" Yer didn't carry out orders an' I only part

with my dollars for value received. Get that ?
"

146
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" I done what you told me, didn't I,"

Sue demanded fiercely, her eyes flashing at the

injustice.

Yank perceived that she was losing her fear

of him and was more ready to stand up for herself

than formerly. It displeased him and he de-

termined to check her newly-acquired inde-

pendence.

" Look 'ere, my gal. Give me any more of

yer lip and I'll make yer look two ways fer

Christmas. Your orders was ter lay out the

woman as well's the men worn't they ? Waal

yer failed. Yer let'er git back 'ome stead o'

layin' 'er up along the coast."

" She was kind to me an' I'll not do the dirty

on 'er for you or anybody," Susan retorted.

" Oh ! yer won't, won't yer ? Waal take that."

He aimed a blow at her ear, which she dodged.
" No, I won't. I didn't care what I done to

the Frenchy or the other chap as was sweet

on 'er. I'd 'av laid out that Mrs. Bouverie

woman, too, with pleasure. She could be real

nasty."

" An' you think as I pay all them dollars to

Sam Lee fer that there drug just fer your amuse-

ment, pickin' an' choosin' who you'll give it

to ? Waal I ain't. I gave you that there drug

ter use on the gal as wel' 's the men an' yer let
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'er off cause she was ' kind ' (sneeringly) to yer.

Yer gits no more dollars from me."

She turned away, her mouth set in a firm line.

Making her way to where Bert Brown sat smoking

in another part of the shop she joined him.
" See here, Bert, I'm leavin' Brangan's an'

coming to your place," she announced.
" But, Sue dear, you can't do that. It ain't

proper, unless we were married."

" Then you've gotter marry me."
" But I daren't. There's the heiress's money

to think of. What would Yank say ?
"

" If I marry you, she can't, and it's too late

to get anyone else and all the money'U be yours."

" Not all, only half," he corrected.

" Well, ain't that plenty ?
"

He did not answer at once. " If I do marry

you," he bargained, " you mustn't let a soul

know and you must stay on here for the present."

While they were talking Bob entered by a side

door. " Hullo, Yank ! You ain't looking too

amiable to-night. What's gone wrong ?
"

The American grunted a welcome and fell to

abusing Sue for doing all she could to annoy him

and lose his money, but he took care not to let

the young man guess the real facts.

" When's Bert going to wed the heiress ?

"

Bob inquired.



WHAT HAPPENED AT BRANGAN'S 149

" Better arsk 'im," was the surly reply.

Seeing nothing was to be got from the elder

man the chauffeur sought out his cousin, dis-

turbing a tender scene between the lovers.

He repeated his question and Bert gave him a

detailed account of the arrangements he said had

been made with the Rev. Ebenezer Kingsmill

for the ceremony the following week.

" I suppose there's no doubt it will take place

on the day you mentioned—no chance of a hitch

occurring ?
" his cousin asked.

" Not the slightest, barring accident," Bert

assured him.

" H-m. Well, I congratulate you, old man.

You're getting a fine woman for your wife and

a fine fortune for yourself, isn't he. Sue ?
"

turning with a laugh to the girl as he

spoke.

She faced him with flashing eyes and glowing

cheeks :
" Mind your own business. Toff Brown !

If he's goin' to be rich, you ain't providin' the

dollars."

" Ho, ho. Spit-fire ! Bert's had a lucky escape.

He might have had you for a wife if the heiress

hadn't won his heart first."

She made a dart and would have struck him

in the face, but seizing her arms he held her help-

less, laughing at her vain struggles to release
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herself. At length, tired out, she gave in and

he let her go, angry still, but subdued.

In the train, on his way back from town, he

reflected :
" A sweet set of crooks, the whole

lot of us ; and I'm not the least of them. Poor

Httle lady !

"

Then his thoughts turned to Mrs. Bouverie.

He was not unobservant of that lady's penchant

for himself. It pleased his vanity to feel he was

liked for himself, certainly not for his worldly

wealth—yet. Some time, possibly, should Miss

Vaughan be still unwed upon the fateful day now

drawing near, he, like his cousin, would become

heir to a considerable fortune. When that

happened, other women besides the young widow

might find he possessed attractions for

them.

Up to this, he had not troubled himself much
about women.

Remembering his mother, his ideal of gentle,

refined womanhood, whom he had lost, alas !

too soon, being but a boy when death had claimed

her, he was indifferent to the vastly inferior

types with whom his later fortunes had brought

him in contact. Many and various kinds of

women had come into his life during those last

years of the war when he was at the front in

France and in hospital in England. Though
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he may have been attracted by some of them for

a season, such feeHngs had not stood the test of

time. The impression they made on him faded

with the passage of the years that followed,

leaving only a dim memory behind.

The happenings that had thrown him into his

present position, crossing his path with that of

two women like Miss Vaughan and Mrs. Bouverie,

had been as unexpected as the war and produced

in his life an even greater tangle. In the war

he was one of many, like any other soldier at the

beck and call of his commanding officer on whom
fell all the responsibility.

Here he was alone, fighting on his own, against

one of the greatest " toughs " who ever came out

of America, who would stick at no devilry to

attain his ends.

Sue's achievements on the boat, whither her

father sent her to keep watch on Miss Vaughan,

showed that. Roberts was sorry for Sue. He
believed she had good in her if one could only

get at it, and he did not believe she was really

Brangan's daughter.

There was not a spark of any decent feeling to

be found in Yank. The chauffeur realised that

his own life was not worth a moment's purchase

if it stood between Brangan and his desires.

For the present it did not, and his death would
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not further the American's fortunes—therefore

he was safe.

With Miss Vaughan it was different.

" Poor Httle lady," he ejaculated again.

He was glad Mrs. Bouvcrie had suggested his

sleeping in the house. It gave him a sense of

acting as her protector, though the locked door

between the rooms was a barrier if she ever stood

in need of him.

Brangan had so many crooks at his command.

It would be such a simple matter, in that lonely

locality, to make an end of the girl under the

cover of a burglary, leave the country or " go

into smoke " till the hue and cry for the

murderer was abandoned.

If Bert were only to be trusted to play fair,

carrying out his agreement to marry the girl

!

But he knew Bert of old and did not trust

him.

His interview with the Rev. Ebenezer Kingsmill

had confirmed his distrust. Now there was Sue

to be reckoned with. Bert had promised to make

her his wife. Bob knew he was too great a coward

to risk a prosecution for bigamy. Five days

still to go before she was safe from them !

" If only I dared suggest she hurry the wedding,

but I can't do that," he said to himself. " Some
men have within them the makings of great
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heroes—some of great fools. I'm afraid I'm one

of the fools."

Next day, when Harriet sought his assistance

in fixing the spring of the blind in her mistress's

room, Roberts assented with unwonted alacrity.

Before accompanying the maid to the bed-

room he placed some tools in his pocket, intending

them for use on the lock of the dividing door

should chance permit him to use them.

His opportunity came after the blind had been

fixed.

Passing through to his own room he snibbed

the catch of the Yale lock so that the latch was

held back. Harriet left to go downstairs unaware

of what he had done.

Slipping back quietly into the room he began

to work. With his screw-driver he withdrew

the screws that held the socket, one by one, and

removed it. Then with a gimlet he worked on

the screw holes till they were large enough to

hold the screws so loosely that with a good

forceful shove they would be sent flying. There

was nobody to interrupt his work, the ladies

being out and the maids in the kitchen. Never-

theless, he wasted no time either in his work on

the lock or in clearing away the small tell-tale

debris of chips afterwards.

He felt satisfied with his work and hopeful
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that he had provided against any threatened

danger to his mistress, when an undreamt of

calamity occurred.

Two days before the wedding was to take

place, Gwendoline disappeared.

The house was thrown into confusion over the

untoward event. She had gone, leaving no

word as to her destination, merely telling Harriet

she intended visiting a sick friend. When Mrs.

Bouverie, who had been out in the car, returned,

she was told of Gwendoline's absence but felt

no anxiety until the time went on and she failed

to return. It was unlike her to remain out so

late alone and Lucille knew of no sick friend

whom she would be likely to visit so suddenly,

unless an accident had occurred to somebody

of which she had not heard yet.

She searched in Gwendoline's room for a

possible clue to the mystery and there, on the

dressing-table, discovered a note. Under the

circumstances she did not hesitate to read it.

She saw at once that it was the writing of an

illiterate person. The signature was R. L.

Brown.

It informed Miss Vaughan that the sender had

injured his ankle and, being unable to get round

to see her, begged her, if she could, to visit him

as he wished to make some final arrangements in
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relation to the coming ceremony. He stated he

was sending her the note by a taxi-driver who
would wait and bring her to his lodgings.

Mrs. Bouverie sought Harriet. " When did

this note arrive for Miss Vaughan," she asked.

" Just before she left the house, ma'am."
" Did you see her go ? Did she leave in a

taxi ? Did you see the number on it ?
"

" No, ma'am. I never thought of lookin',"

the maid answered, awed by the other's agitated

manner. " I was all of a tremble," she declared

to Bella afterwards.

" Send Roberts to me, please," was Mrs.

Bouverie's next order.

When the chauffeur appeared she was on the

verge of tears. " Look !
" was all she could

articulate when handing him the letter and she

watched with increasing anxiety the cloud that

gathered on his face as he read.

" What do you make of it ? " she stammered.
" I'm afraid to say."

" You don't think it's a trap, do you ?
"

" It looks like it."

" It's those frightful people. They've kid-

napped her so as to get her money," and she broke

down completely.

" The note isn't in Brown's writing though the

initials are his. His name is Robert Leslie Brown."
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" Ought not the poHce to be rung up at once

and told about it ?
" she asked.

He paused before replying. If the police were

brought in what a number of unsavoury things

would be laid bare, things that could not be

satisfactorily explained—his own position under

a false name for instance, his close connection

with Bert and Brangan.

Then Miss Vaughan's chance of keeping her

uncle's money would be jeopardized.

" Let me see what I can do before calling in the

police," he urged. " I may be able to get some

information from Brown or someone else, which

may throw light on it. I believe with you it is a

trap and the people concerned will try to hold

her till it is too late for her to fulfil the terms

of the Will. If Miss Vaughan is not home by

to-morrow we must go to the police, but till then

I ask you to let me see what I can do."

" You are such a help to us, Roberts, I don't

know what we should do without you," the other

exclaimed, holding out her hand, which he took

in his own, pressing it lightly to comfort her, as

if they had been old acquaintances instead of his

being only the paid servant of her dearest

friend.

The young man's first act was to call on his

cousin at his suburban grocery.
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He found him at home in the dwelHng-house

section of the business, it being after closing time.

" Hullo, Bert ! Is your ankle better ?
" he

inquired as he entered.

" My ankle's all right, thanks. Never been

anythin' else."

Bob drew out the letter and handed it to him.

" Read that," he commanded. " Have you had

any hand in this devilry ?
"

The other read the note down to the signature

and the changing expression of his face as he took

it in, told his cousin that, whatever unlawful

acts Bert might commit or attempt, he was

innocent in this case.

" No, Bob, never. I never wrote a word of

this. I'll take my oath I never. It ain't my
writin'. You know it ain't." His eyes protruded

like those of a fish and his hands shook with fear

as if he already felt himself in the grasp of the

grim hands of the law.

" I said it wasn't your writing, but do you

know whose it is ? Are you mixed up in it ?
"

" No, I swear to God, Bob, I'm as innocent

as the babe unborn," Bert protested.

" I'm glad to hear it. You're mixed up with

such a shoddy crowd doing much worse than

shoddy work. I wouldn't put it past you to be in

this last bit of scoundrelism."
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" But I tell you Fm not."

" Well, your friends kidnapped her."

" Who ? Miss Vaughan."
" Yes. She left home about four this after-

noon, on receipt of this letter, apparently, and

hasn't returned," Roberts informed him.

" What are you going to do about it ?
"

" Find her, if I can. If I can't I'm going to

put the police on and you know what that will

mean for you and your friends."

Bert's colour, which had ebbed, began to

return. The natural obstinacy of a weak nature

uprose within him. " What about you ? You're

not too anxious for the police to ferret out your

past life, I suppose," he sneered.

" My past life was fairly respectable and can

take care of itself," returned Bob. " It's my
present life, since I let myself be dragged into

your dirty work, that I'm ashamed of—not my
past."

" Oh, you don't care if you never see the

fortune Yank's promised to get us, I suppose."

" Bert, my honourable cousin ! You're about

the meanest, most contemptible crawler God
ever let loose on this old earth."

" That's right ! Slang me. You're not mean

and contemptible to do the same as I'm doin'.

Oh, no. Of course not !

"
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" Yes I am, I'm mean and contemptible and

an utter rotter. I admit it, but I'm still several

grades above the slime you and your friends

wallow in."

" If you only came here to call me names,

you'd better go," Bert exclaimed petulantly.

" I didn't. I came to ask you what you know

about this," Roberts told him.

" Then you're wastin' your time—and mine.

I don't know nothing about it."

" You swear you haven't a suspicion ?
"

The other hesitated. " Well, if you want to

know, I've the same suspicion as you have,"

he said after a pause.

" Yank ?
"

" Yep—and you'd better not interfere. If

he's got the girl, he won't harm her. Only keep

'er safe till Friday, then let 'er go—providin'

she keeps 'er mouth shut."

" And if she doesn't promise to keep her mouth
shut ?

" Roberts asked in a strained voice.

" Can't say. You know what Yank is as well

as me."
" Yank Brangan may possibly release her with

her life, when she's a pauper, if she promises not

to denounce him and the rest of you. On the

other hand, he may not grant her even her life."

The young man's voice rang with such con-
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centrated passion that the other squirmed in

his seat.

" It ain't anything to do with me what Yank

chooses to do. I can't try to stop 'im," he

whined.

" No, but I can, and I will. I'll find Miss

Vaughan if I have to pull down the whole damned

shop," and he flung angrily from the house.

Bert sat on for some time, after his cousin's

departure, in two minds as to the best course to

follow. Should he warn Brangan or leave him

to fight his own battle. He did not want to be

mixed up in this last affair which was obviously

dangerous to the liberty of aU of them.

Yet, if the American was not warned that Bob

was on the war-path it might mean trouble which

would involve Sue. Now the one place in Bert's

anatomy which was not occupied by self love,

was filled by his affection for Sue Brangan.

He would do a great deal for the girl, short of

endangering his liberty.

It took him some minutes to solve the knotty

question. In the end self won and he decided

to keep out of the trouble and trust to luck and

his own brains to safeguard Sue.

Roberts, on leaving his cousin, took a train to

the Northern suburb wherein Brangan's wine

shop was situated.
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Viewing it from the outside he remarked that

it was brilliantly lit up though going on for nine

o'clock. The front door was closed and locked in

accordance with the licensing act, but from

within came sounds of revelry. Strains of jazz

floated out on the air from the old piano and the

young man had no doubt dancing was going

forward in the saloon while drinks were being

partaken of at a secret bar behind the legitimate

one.

He knew his way in by the little door up the

lane as well as more frequent habitues of the place,

but refrained from showing himself there to-

night. Instead, he lingered about the streets and

lanes in the vicinity on the chance of meeting

with some inhabitant of the slums there whom
he might bribe to help him in his quest. For

about half an hour his search was without result.

Though he entered into conversation with fully

half a dozen loafers, usually starting his talk with

a hint of inside information about the prospects

of the next race meeting, all appeared to regard

him with suspicion. Probably they took him

for a detective or a plain clothes constable.

At length he caught sight of a cringing form

whom he identified as one of Brangan's " scouts."

Tackling him without much in the way of pre-

liminary, judging by the man's physiognomy

M
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that he would not hesitate to take a bribe to

double-cross his dearest friend, Bob spoke to

him.

" I want you to do something for Yank," he

said, holding a pound note half revealed in his

palm. " Tell him the police are going to raid

his place at ten to-night."

The man muttered something and seizing the

money disappeared up the lane. Roberts re-

mained where he could keep an eye on both exits

from the wine-shop without himself being seen

as he was in shadow.

The time dragged on, the minutes seeming

hours. He was scarcely able to control his im-

patience. He grew sick with fear lest he was

too late after all. Brangan might have made

away with the girl even before they realised she

was in danger.



CHAPTER XV

KIDNAPPED

When Gwendoline, after telling the maid she

was about to visit a sick friend, stepped into the

taxi drawn up outside her gate, she felt no suspi-

cion that all was not as it should be. She was not

well enough acquainted with Brown's writing to

recognise the letter as a forgery. Unsuspecting

of danger, she allowed the chauffeur to convey

her to the address where she supposed her fiance

was being nursed.

The appearance of the wine-shop at which the

car drew up after the half hour's run from Toorak,

was by no means inviting to her fastidious taste,

nor was the locality itself particularly respectable

looking. The car driver entered the bar and

brought out a man whose aspect and expression

of servility by no means inspired her with con-

fidence.

His obsequious deference accorded badly with

an almost open insolence in the glance he threw

163
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over her. Removing his hat with a sweeping

bow he invited her to step inside.

" Come right upstairs, Miss Vaughan. Sorry

the elevator's out of order," he grinned. " Yes,

Miss Vaughan, the gent's waitin' your comin'

eager as a kid for its Mammy.
" Follow me. Miss V. Guess I feel like Cupid

presidin' over a lover's meetiri'."

He led the way, talking all the time in a strong

Yankee twang, waiting for no reply, which in

any case she was too breathless to attempt. Flight

after flight was traversed until they reached what

she imagined was the fourth floor. Here her

conductor threw open a door and, stepping aside,

invited her to enter. She did so, to find an almost

empty room in which were stacked a few plain

deal cases containing bottles. It was evidently

a store room with no hint of being used for oc-

cupation, unfurnished and uninhabited.

As she stood gazing around, speechless, the door

behind her slammed and a key was turned in the

lock. She heard the sound of the man's retreating

footsteps growing fainter as he descended.

A flood of anger surged through her. Tricked !

and so easily. Her first, heated accusation was

against Brown, the man she was to take for a

husband in less than three days—Brown, whom
she had thought so simple, so harmless, yet so
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dependable ; Brown ! the man she had herself

chosen to confer the gift of herself and fortune

upon. He had tricked her. After awhile, how-

ever, other ideas took form in her mind. How
did she know it was Brown's doing ? Might not

the letter have been a forgery and the man's

name used by those " unspeakable relations " as

Lucille had termed the late Mrs. Vaughan's

nephews ? Dear, kind Lucille ! What a fool

she had been not to have followed her advice and

burnt that anonymous letter. She would by now
have been securely wedded to that really nice,

gentlemanly Mr. Lamb, who would have pro-

tected her from such outrages as this. What a

fool she had been !

The worst of it was, none of her friends knew

where she was. Even should they search for

her they had no clue as to her whereabouts.

They could never suspect that she was held a

prisoner in this dusty little store-room, four or

five stories up, in an unknown part of the Metro-

polis, for she had no notion what the name of the

district was.

The only window in the room was too high

for her to see out of, even with the aid of the

cases to stand on. It was no use, therefore,

hoping to get any knowledge of her present locality

from there.
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A blank brick wall could be seen some feet

away, indicating a lane or right-of-way between

the buildings. There might possibly be traffic

along that lane, but she had no means of finding

out or of making her condition known to passers

by. She might cry for help till she was hoarse

without being heard, and she had no intention

of exhausting herself in futile shouting. Such

attempts might bring back that awful looking

man who had locked her in and she did not deny

she was afraid of him.

His eyes seemed to gloat over her as he ob-

sequiously led her into this trap. She wished

she had refused to come in a public taxi. If only

she had waited till Roberts returned with her

own car : she could have got him to bring her

to the address. She would have given a great

deal to have known he was waiting for her in the

road outside. He was so reliable in an emergency

—Lucille always said so. Then she remembered

there had been no address on the letter. The
taxi driver knew where to take her, but she had

no idea what the destination was. She had left

it to him.

Sitting down on a wine case in spite of the dust

making havoc of her frock, she wondered what it

was intended should happen to her. If they

meant to keep her shut up here until the date
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mentioned in her uncle's Will had passed, she

might remain a prisoner for the next three

days.

The thought was ghastly, but she could not

believe her friends would leave her unsought all

that tim.e.

Lucille would go to the police, certainly.

They, no doubt, had means of communication

by which they could trace missing persons. In

nearly every case she had read of, persons ad-

vertised as missing had been found, sooner or

later.

She wondered how an advertisement for her-

self would read ; whether it would be flattering

or the reverse.

Then a foolish desire took possession of her.

If there were only a telephone by which she

might communicate with Lucille and ask her to

go to her lawyers to find out the names of the

" unspeakable " relatives with a view of discover-

ing their complicity in her imprisonment.

By the increasing shadow in the room she

judged it must have been after six when voices

from without reached her ear, followed by the

opening of the door and the entrance of a young

woman bearing a tray on which were a cup of tea

and a plate of bread and butter.

Ere Gwendoline could spring to the door it
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was shut and locked by the man in the passage.

" I've brought you some tea, Miss Vaughan,"

the young woman said, laying the tray down on a

case. Waiting for a moment for thanks which

did not come, she tapped on the door which

opened and was again shut, leaving Gwendoline

alone once more.

She felt glad of the food, being faint from

anxiety, but something familiar about the woman's

face had kept her silent, striving to remember

where she had seen her before.

She looked at the food and had raised the cup

to her lips when the thought struck her, suppose

it were poisoned. What was simpler than to do

her to death up here in this uninhabited part of

the building and get rid of her body by burning,

or—burying it where it would never be found.

Then memory spoke. She pictured that night

on the "Wistaria," when Mr. Desormes had been

taken ill after drinking coffee handed to him by

the same girl who had just carried in this tray.

Of course her face seemed familiar. She was

Sylvia Bethune and she was in league with her

enemies to prevent her obtaining old Mr. Vaug-

han's money. How clear everything became

when she held the clue. Marriage with Mr.

Desormes or Mr. Lamb would have deprived

these people of their chance of a fortune.
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Therefore, both her suitors must be cleared

out of the way.

And that hateful anonymous letter !

That also was part of the plot.

What a fool she had been and how right, dear,

wise Lucille was. If she ever succeeded in getting

free, she would devote her life and means to

making Lucille happy.

Later on that evening, while the girl sat re-

penting in the dark, events were moving in the

lower part of the wine-shop, which closely affected

her fortunes, though she had no means of knowing it.

Within the closed doors a lively evening was

in full swing, no fear of police interference being

entertained.

The secret cupboard was in strong demand,

men and girls drinking while their funds lasted.

Then, rather than quit the lights and gay com-

pany, they danced to the jazz music discoursed

by the crippled soldier from the equally crippled

piano.

A sudden hush fell on the revellers when a

whisper passed through the room, " Police raid

at ten o'clock to-night." Brangan swore hor-

ribly at the news. What did the dirty blanky

blighters mean ? Didn't they get what they

wanted from him ? Couldn't the (adjective)

skunks leave him alone ? Etc.
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However, word had been brought by one of

his own scouts and there was nothing for it

but to be prepared.

Half consumed liquor was emptied out. There

was a quick clearance of bottles, a quicker washing

of tumblers.

Draught boards were produced from shelves

beneath the table. Men sat themselves before

them, others lounged around watching the make

believe games. The piano continued to give

forth its music, drink still was being consumed,

but it took the mild form of ginger-beer and

other allied beverages. Anyone entering now

would have beheld only a few harmless looking

working men indulging in a respectable game of

draughts. The younger members of the fraternity

had disappeared at the first hint of a raid by

police. Only their elders remained to face it.

" Wur's thet darn gal Sue ?
" shouted Yank

amid the hustle of changing over from lawlessness

to respectability. " Tell 'er to get thet thar

blasted female outo' the 'ouse quick an' lively

Ef the Johns finds 'er 'ere, it's all U.P. with me

Git 'er out ef yer 'av ter throw 'er through the

window. I don't care a damn 'ow she goes but

she's gotta quit."

Sue flew up the stairs two at a time. She did

not want her father to change his mind. What
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cared she whether the police raided the place ?

She felt as happy to-night as she had ever been in

her hard young life.

" Come 'long, Miss Vaughan. You're to go

'ome. Come quick !
" she panted breathless

from her climb.

" You're Sylvia Bethune," Gwendoline said.

" Why do you treat me like this ?
"

" It ain't me done it. It's others. They want

your money. 'Urry up—the p'lice 'ill be here at

ten an' you got to be out before. I'll take you

to the tram. You can find your own way

then."

" Why did you try to poison Mr. Desormes

and Mr. Lamb ?
" the other persisted.

" I got orders to lay 'em out. It was on account

of your money. I don't care now who gets the

money. I've got my man safe now. Married

to-day, we was."

" But why did you injure them and not mc ?
"

" You was kind to me—treated me friendly

like, not like that widder person with you.

'Urry up and come on or the police'll be 'ere."

She seized the girl's hand drawing her to the

stairs and down through the darkness to the door

leading out into the lane.

Susan went on, turning one corner after another,

making the other suspect she wished to put her
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off the scent. She would never be able to find

her way back or describe the direction in which

the house lay if she wished to.

Coming at length to a wider street with larger

shops, her guide paused.

" If you wait at this corner you'll get a tram

soon that'll take you into the city," she announced

and, turning, left Miss Vaughan alone.

Neither of them had noticed a figure which

emerged from the shadows near the wine-shop

and followed at a distance until Gwendoline

hailed and boarded a passing tram for the city.

The figure waited until the following tram

came along. He had no wish to be recognised.

Gwendoline reached home to be received into

the welcoming arms of Mrs. Bouverie.

" My dearest Gwen ! I am so thankful, so

relieved. He said he'd find you and he has."

" Who has ? " questioned the other.

" Roberts—where is he f
"

" He had nothing to do with my getting out

of that awful house," and forthwith she began

an account of her unpleasant experience.

" And you say that vulgar Bethune girl lives

there and helped you to escape ?
" the widow

exclaimed.

" Yes—because I was kind to her on board,"

she said.
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" I was right to warn you about her, you see,"

Mrs. Bouverie remarked.

" Yes—and yet, if I hadn't spoken to her

then and, as she describes it, ' treated her friendly

Hke,' she might have tried to poison me as well

as Mr. Desormes and Mr. Lamb."
" Dreadful woman ! Don't you think the

police should know about her ?
" Lucille asked.

Gwendoline looked troubled. " I think it is

dangerous for such a woman to be at large and

yet I feel that I cannot be the one to hand her

over to the law—after what she has done for

me."
" You always are so soft hearted, dear. But

doesn't it strike you that she is in league with

those impossible relatives to oust you from your

inheritance ?
"

" Possibly," Gwendoline admitted. " At the

same time she told me she doesn't care who gets

the money now that she has got the man of her

choice. She seems quite contented."

" H—m ! You say Roberts had nothing to

do with your escape ?
"

" Nothing. How should he know anything

about it ? You don't suggest that he was one of

the conspirators to kidnap me, I suppose."

" And the only reason the Bethune woman
gave you helping you to escape was because you
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had taken notice of her on board the boat ?
" the

widow continued.

" Yes—she did say something about police

raiding the place and not wanting them to find me."
" I wonder if Roberts is back," Lucille said,

touching the bell. When, after some delay-

Harriet answered it, she told the ladies the

chauffeur had returned and was glad, though

not surprised, when told of his mistress's return.

At her request he came and gave an account of

his doings in searching for her—or part of them.

He assured her Brown had no hand in the affair,

being greatly upset when told of it.

" I'm much obliged to you for what you have

tried to do for me, Roberts, though of course,

you could not know where I was detained or the

reason for such an outrage. I am wiser after

the event and realise I should have been more

cautious and refused to go with a strange driver

in answer to a letter of that sort. But of course,

I had no suspicion it was not what it purported

to be." She dismissed him with a curt," Good-

night."

Lucille said nothing during the interview.

She felt certain there was a good deal more to

be told, and made up her mind to find out later

what part he had played in the recovery of Miss

Vaughan.
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The opportunity came next day. She found

him alone in the garage, doing something to the

car. At her approach he stood up, wiping his

hand with a piece of rag. He knew what she

came for and had aheady gone over in his mind

exactly how far he was prepared to go in relating

the truth of the previous day's happenings.

He informed her that he had gone first to

Brown and was satisfied of his entire innocence

in the matter. From Brown, however, he had

gathered there existed a plot to prevent the

marriage of Miss Vaughan—that though he had

not gone to the police he had held the threat

of them over the head of a man he suspected

of being implicated in the plot. Fortunately it

worked. The fact that Miss Vaughan recognised

in the young woman Sylvia Bethune, a passenger

who accompanied her to Cairns and back, showed

the conspiracy was well organised.

The chauffeur talked at greater length than

Mrs, Bouverie had ever before known him to do,

yet, at the end, she found she knew little more

than before.

He had answers for most of her questions, but

at the same time she had an uneasy feeling he

was keeping something back. Nevertheless, he

had done well. Gwendoline was rescued. He
had earned some reward. She held out both
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hands. He drew back, showing the greasy

result of liis work on his own hands.

" What matter ? That will wash off, and they

are clean honest hands."

He let her take his between her own and hold it.

" I have gone through so much lately. It will

take me a long time to get over yesterday," she

pleaded pathetically. " I want someone to show

me a little kindness and sympathy," raising her

tearful, big, blue eyes to his face.

Her lips were invitingly near his own, yet he

did not bend to bring them nearer. " I am
almost fainting with the fatigue of what I have

gone through."

She laid her hand on his arm but he did not

respond to her invitation.

Drawing back, " You're not very chivalrous,"

she said with a pout. Then, as he still stood

silent but respectful: " How cold some men
are—or is it that there is someone else r

" she

demanded.
" There is someone else," he answered.

" Who comes between us ?
" she pressed for

complete knowledge. " Someone you love ?
"

" Someone, whom I greatly esteem."

" Ah !
" she sighed, gazing at him with interest,

" I don't understand you a bit, Roberts. I

sometimes think you are playing a part, other
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times I think you're really what you seem to be.

Which is it ?
"

" I'm only Miss Vaughan's chauffeur," he

told her.

She sighed. He was not susceptible to her

charms. She wondered what would attract

him in a woman. " This person who stands

between us, whom you esteem, lives in

Melbourne ?
" she asked.

" No, in the country."

" Oh." She was not likely to come across her.

Perhaps it was as well.

Harriet appeared at the door. " Miss Vaughan

says to tell you she'll be wanting the car at half-

past three to-day," she announced, her eyes

gazing in surprise at finding Mrs. Bouverie in

close conversation with Roberts.

" Thank you. Mrs. Bouverie has just given

me the message," he answered.

As Lucille returned to the house she pondered

many things concerning the chauffeur.

N



CHAPTER XVI

A MARRIAGE BY PROXY

" Of course you'll be married in white, Gwen,"

Lucille said the day before that fixed for the

ceremony. " Your new white georgette will be

just the thing."

" I feel that black will be more suitable under

the circumstances," Miss Vaughan answered.

" I'm only going through the form because of my
uncle's conditions. Marriage can never be to

me what it means to other girls. The rest of

my life will be lived as much alone as the past

has been. I hope to make a good use of it and my
wealth will enable me to do that ; but I can't

see that a white bridal robe is suitable."

" Well, it comes in so useful afterwards, you

see. Saves buying an extra evening frock," her

friend told her.

Gwendoline laughed. " I shall not require

to save in that way," she reminded her.

" Lucky girl ! Neither you will."

178
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" How are you and Roberts getting on now ?
"

Miss Vaughan inquired.

" I don't know\ I can't understand him

always. I almost threw myself into his arms

yesterday and he didn't even try to put them

round me. Said therewas someone in the country

he liked better. I suppose he's got a girl up in

the back blocks. It's a pity, because she's sure

not to be good enough for him."

Gwendoline crossed the room to her and

bending down, kissed her. " I'm sorry, dear,

if you really care for him," she said.

" Oh, I don't know that my young affections

are so deeply engaged after all. I suppose I felt

lonely, and there was nobody else near. I still

admire him, he's good to look at, you know,

and I may have let my imagination run away

with me and spin a silly romance round a very

ordinary young man." She laughed lightly

and Miss Vaughan hoped she felt the rebuff as

little as she pretended.

Gwendoline's wedding day dawned in a drizzle

of rain.

" We shall want umbrellas and mackintoshes

instead of wedding finery," she thought to

herself, " and very suitable, too." Her marriage

was to. be a covering to protect her from poverty.



i8o AN EMERGENCY HUSBAND

She selected a soft powder blue woollen frock

on account of the chilly air.

" Blue for luck—or should it be happiness ?

What a farce !
" she soliloquised.

Lucille entered, clothed from head to foot in

virgin white. " I cannot possibly wear my
black," she announced in answer to Gwendoline's

exclamation of surprise.

" You do look lovely, Lucille. I'm afraid my
intended will mistake you for his bride and insist

on leading you to the altar.
"

" I feel nearly as excited as I did at my own
wedding," the widow admitted.

The rain cleared off before eleven, the hour

fixed for the ceremony.

When the car drew up before the residence

of the Rev. Ebenezer Kingsmill, the ladies

alighted and entered the house.

The minister received them with empresse-

ment :
" You are punctual, ladies, most punctual.

A good introduction to married life—the wit-

nesses are already here."

" Is Mr. Brown here yet ?
" Mrs. Bouverie

inquired.

" Not yet. Miss Vaughan." He had mistaken

her for the bride. " But I've no doubt he will

come all in good time, all in good time. We
must have patience, patience."
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But time passed and he did not appear.

Gwendoline sat silent and depressed. Mrs.

Bouverie carried on a nervous, spasmodic con-

versation with the Rev. Ebenezer, talking for the

sake of keeping up their spirits. She was afraid

Miss Vaughan would break down. She felt

much like doing so herself. A good hysterical

cry was so comforting if only one had someone's

strong arms to cry in.

Twelve o'clock chimed and there was still

no sign of the bridegroom.

" Can't we ring up and ask him to hurry ?
"

suggested Lucille.

" No," answered Gwendoline.
" We might ascertain what has arisen to delay

him," proposed the minister.

" No," repeated the ^irl, determnnedly.

Another quarter was ticked out in the silence

which had fallen on the little group.

Gwendoline rose. " Let us go home," she

said in a strangled voice, the tears not far away.
" No, no, my dear, young lady ! You must

not go before the marriage knot has been tied.

I cannot permit your departure until I have

united you and Robert Brown in holy matri-

mony."

The girl, paying no heed to his protest, walked

towards the door. " Come, Lucille !

"
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The minister barred her exit. " Dear lady,

you do not understand my meaning. We will

have the wedding in spite of the bridegroom's

absence. He shall be married by proxy!"

" What do you mean ?
" Lucille asked, for

her friend was silent, scarcely taking in his words.

" The papers are all in order, duly signed by

both parties. Miss Gwendoline Vaughan and

Robert Lester Brown. There is only the mar-

riage service to be read and the register signed.

Another can represent the bridegroom and answer

for him. It is quite a legal marriage, the proxy

form of matrimony."
" But who is there we can get to act for Mr.

Brown ?
" the widow inquired, relieved at the

turn things were taking and keenly interested in

playing a part in so novel a performance.

" Miss Vaughan has her chauffeur outside in

the car ?
" he asked.

" A splendid idea !
" Mrs. Bouverie exclaimed.

" Call him in, Mr. Kingsmill. Buck up, Gwen !

Roberts to the rescue again !

"

Miss Vauglian's eyes roamed over the other's

white robe. " Roberts proxy for the bride-

groom ? Then you had better act as proxy for

the bride," she said bitterly. " Fate is against

me to the end."

" Nonsense, Gwen I Pull yourself together and
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go through with it like the brick you can be when

you choose."

The chauffeur was called in, making no demur

when it was explained what he was expected to

do. The two witnesses appeared from an inner

room and the ceremony proceeded.

When Gwendoline had to repeat the words :

" I, Gwendoline, take thee, Robert Lester," she

had a vague notion that there was something not

right in the sound, but proceeded to the end,

without bothering much about it. The ring

was produced by Lucille and placed on her finger

by Roberts. The marriage register was signed

by each in turn and they quitted the house, the

ladies in front, the chauffeur following, and

entered the car. A surprisingly fat fee gladdened

the heart of the Rev. Ebenezer.

" I wonder how Roberts liked being made use

of to-day," Mrs. Bouverie remarked as they drove

home.

They had not attempted the farce of a wedding

breakfast, but Lucille had insisted on a wedding

cake. " I want a piece to dream on," she ex-

plained. " Anyway, we must have it to send

round to our friends. They won't believe you

are really married unless they get a piece of cake.

Those lawyers of yours, for instance. If you

send them wedding-cake they'll be satisfied you
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really have carried out all those stupid conditions."

So the wedding cake, a three-tier one, was

safely deposited on a shelf in the store-room,

waiting to be cut at dinner time.

Lucille insisted that the newly made bride

should do the cutting, but after three large

slices had been taken out and sent to the kitchen

for consumption, poor GwcndoHne burst into

tears.

" Take it away. I can't bear the sight of it,"

she said amid her sobs.

" Oh, my dear, you'll soon get used to being

married and called ' Ma'am,' instead of ' Miss,'

and find it fun," her friend assured her to soothe

her. *' I thought at first it was awful, but it's

wonderful what time does."

Both girls sought their couches early that

night. The day had been one to try stronger

nerves than Gwendoline's and her friend suffered

in sympathy.

All had ended well, however, the conditons

of the Will had been fulfilled to the letter and

the fortune was secured. What need for any

forebodings of disaster ? Yet such was the case

and two of the three who had taken part in that

day's ceremony tossed restlessly for hours before

sleep came to them.
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BRANGAN TAKES A HAND

A TELEGRAM was handed to Yank Brangan that

afternoon, informing him that Miss Vaughan

had been married to Robert L. Brown that

morning by the Rev. E. Kingsmill.

" Say, wot sort o' fool's game's this 'ere ?
"

he demanded angrily of his daughter, showing

her the wire.

" Bert swore 'e wouldn't come up to the

scratch," she hastened to defend her lover from

her father's wrath.

" Wot's the blighter mean, any 'ow ?
"

" I don't know. Bert never married 'er, I'm

certain o' that. Ain't 'e married to me ? He'd

never risk bigglemy, not for no fortune."

Brangan 'phoned Bert Brown to come round

and explain the news. He complied at once,

leaving the shop in charge of a boy assistant.

He read the wire and emphatically protested he

knew nothing of the information contained in it.

" I told the lady I'd be ready to marry her

185
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when she wished and led her to believe I'd made
all arrangements for it with Mr. Kingsmill, but

I only said it to string 'er on, so's she wouldn't

try for anyone else. But I were only kiddin' 'er

all the time."

Yank looked at the young man with strong

suspicion.

" Say, guy, are you tryin' ter double cross me ?
"

he demanded viciously.

" Swelp me, I never been near 'er all day.

'Ow could I ? I never been out o' the shop."

By this time he was shaking with fear at the

threatening attitude of the American.
" Cos if that's yer game I reckon you'll

be feelin' mighty sorry for yourself, before you're

much older."

" No, no," he screamed, backing from the

other. " I wouldn't think of it, not for a minute.

I've played fair with you, Yank, every time.

Ain't I married to Sue r What'd I want with

another wife. It'd be bigamy. I ain't goin'

to do time for nobody."
" Then wot's this stunt about ? Who's this

guy, Kingsmill, anyway ?
" the American snapped.

" Ring him up," Bert suggested. " He's the

bloke what marries you at a moment's notice an'

no questions arst."

The Rev. Ebenezer answered the telephone
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and explained that the couple were certainly-

married by him that day, and as the intended

bridegroom was not there on time they had

carried on in his absence, another acting as his

proxy.

" Then it ain't a lawful marriage," declared

Brangan. " An' ef she's kiddin' 'erself it is, we'll

'ave the law on 'er an' go for the spoof."

" She's still got to-morrow," the young man
reminded him.

" Oh, 'as she ? We'll 'ave somethin' to say

about that. I reckon when to-morrow comes, she

won't be calculatin' on gettin' married, not by

proxy nor no other way."

The savagery he infused into the tlireat and

the scowl on his face, struck terror into Bert's

heart.

He was shaking in his shoes as he said in a hoarse

whisper, " You ain't goin' to take a risk like that

for all the tea in China, Yank, are you ?
"

The other flung a contemptuous glance over

him and stretching forth his arm seized the

shrinking Bert by the back of his collar. Dragging

him slowly towards him till he held the young

man limp and shivering with his ear just beneath

Yank's jaw, " Keep—your—'ead—shut !
" he

hissed and let him fall in a sagging heap to the floor.
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Roberts, after his customary last look round

to see that all was well, mounted the back stair-

case and reached his room. He had waited to

finish his smoke in his former room next the

garage, as smoking was prohibited in the bed-

rooms. He was feeling satisfied with his share

in the day's proceedings and indulged in a low

laugh when he thought of the shock his telegram

would given Brangan and Co.

He turned into bed without delay and soon

fell asleep. It must have been in the small hours

that his slumbers were interrupted. He could

not discover the cause, but he was wakened

suddenly with an uneasy sense that all was not

well. He sat up listening intently for a few

moments. There was nothing. An almost dead

silence reigned around. Curling himself up

again he prepared to continue his interrupted

sleep.

Again a sound, so slight as to be almost inaud-

ible to any but a keen ear broke the stillness.

He must see what it was. Getting out of bed

he listened at the dividing door, lest the disturbing

sound should have come from his mistress's room.

As he stood there a cry of fear, stifled almost as

soon as uttered, cut the silence like a flash of

pain, making his blood run cold for the instant.

With but a second's pause, fearing intensely what
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sight might greet his eyes, he threw himself

against the door, smashing it open.

The first glance sent him hurling like a cannon-

ball on top of a masked form beside the bed.

With an oath, the man turned to receive the

impact.

Then, grappling each other in a fierce embrace,

they struggled for the mastery.

Both were strong and muscular ; both meant

murder, if they got the chance. Panting, hissing

and grunting in his efforts to free himself from

the chauffeur's deadly hold, the stranger was

being forced slowly to the floor, when with a

sharp twist he broke away. Darting to the door

into the dressing-room, he dashed through, then

ran down the back stair-case and escaped.

Letting him go, Roberts turned, with a sinking

heart and great fear, to his mistress, whose

limp white form lay pathetically still across the

bed.

She was insensible ; on her beautiful throat

were livid marks left there by the cruel pressure

of the man's fingers.

The chauffeur placed her in an easier position

and ran for Mrs. Bouverie who came instantly.

" Who did it ?
" she demanded indignantly

as soon as she had satisfied herself that Gwendo-

line's condition was less serious than had at first
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appeared. She had fainted as much from fright

as from the brutal handling.

" A scoundrel named Brangan," he told her.

" The same man who had her kidnapped."

" You know him ?
" she questioned sharply.

" Yes."

" I suppose he is in league with those dreadful

people, the residuary legatees ?
" she suggested.

He did not reply to her question.

" Shall you put this into the hands of the

police ?
" he asked.

" Do you think it would be wise—for your

sake ? " she asked doubtfully.

" I wasn't thinking of myself," he said.

" Then we won't. She's not much the worse.

What's that ?
" she exclaimed pointing to a green

toy balloon attached to the bed and floating

near the pillow.

" I suppose she put it there," he answered.

" I never saw it before. Remove it, please,"

Lucille ordered.

Breaking the thread holding it to the bedstead

and carrying it out through the window to the

balcony, he fastened it to the canary cage hanging

just outside.

Gwendoline came to after her friend's ministra-

tions, but seemed dazed at first and constantly

raised her hands to her throat as if it pained her.
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As she regained consciousness more fully she

clutched Mrs. Bouverie convulsively. " Don't

let him come near me again," she implored.

" He was horrible."

" There, there, dearest, he's gone. You're

quite safe now. Roberts heard you call out and

came and chased the man away."
" Roberts ?—but how did he get round to

me <' " she inquired, then, glancing at the dividing

door, saw it was ajar.

" He broke the door open," Lucille explained.

She, too, may have marvelled how it was he

found it apparently such an easy job.

Gwendoline looked at him. " Thank you,

Roberts," she said, dismissing him.

Then, as he retired, closing the door between

the rooms, " Lock it, please," she said.

Mrs. Bouverie examined it. " I'm afraid I

can't till it's mended," she told her.

Gwendoline, though weak and shaken, insisted

on leaving her own bed and accompanying Lucille

to her room.
" If you want to sleep with me, why not let

me come into your bed ? It's roomier than mine,"

the widow urged.

" Not till the lock is mended," the girl told

her.

Next morning, when Mrs. Bouverie went out
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on the balcony to give fresh water and seed to

the canaries, she found a collapsed rag of green

rubber and, in the cage, two little birds, quite

dead.

" Oh, the fiend ! the absolute fiend," she

exclaimed in horror. She told Roberts of her

ghastly conclusion, and he agreed with her.

Brangan had reached the bed-room by climbing

the balcony—probably this was the cause of the

first slight noise that awakened the young man

—

and entering by the open window, he hoped, by

means of poison gas contained in the balloon, to

bring about the girl's death without leaving any

marks on the body. He was acquainted with the

fashion among young people to bring back gaily

coloured balloons from dances and theatres, which

they tie as trophies to any convenient piece of

furniture in the room. By attaching it near the

pillow and pricking a small pin hole in the cover

of the thing, he would have left it to do its

deadly work and slipped out the way he had come.

It was a clever conception of Brangan's and

might have succeeded, but that the girl awoke

while he was preparing his death-trap. Seeing

him near her bed she cried out and in self defence

he tried to strangle her.



CHAPTER XVIII

CHECK

Determined to settle with Brangan once and for

all, Roberts sought him out the following day.

He found Sue in charge of the wine-shop.

At first the young woman denied that her

father was on the premises or had been in Mel-

bourne for the last few days.

" 'E's away in Sydney, I tell you," she re-

iterated in answer to his repeated demand to see

Yank.
" It won't do, Sue," he told her. " I'm here

to see Yank and see him I will. Tell him it'll

be the worse for him if he don't show up. There's

some talking to be done and it'll be wiser for

him to let me do it than the police."

After some further delay, Brangan appeared,

looking anything but handsome after the handling

he had received in the night.

" Waal ?
" he demanded sulkily, taking care

to keep the counter between himself and the
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young man. " You make yerself scare," he

ordered the woman roughly.

" You don't—you stay where you are and hear

what I've got to say to Brangan," Roberts told

her.

She remained, looking from one to the other, as

if calculating chances in the coming conflict.

The chauffeur stated in clear language, if less

forcible on account of Sue's presence, his full

knowledge of Yank's attempt at the cold-blooded

murder of Miss Vaughan, or rather Mrs. Brown

as she had now become.
" And what good would you and your precious

son-in-law have got from it, if it had come off ?
"

he demanded wrathfully. " The lady has carried

out the demands of Mr. Vaughan's Will. She's

married and tlie money's her's by law, every stiver

of it, and your doing her to death couldn't alter

it. It could only go to her husband."

" To Bert ?
" he muttered.

" Bert be blowed ! Bert's not her husband.

How can he be when he's married to Sue, here ?

Bert never intended to keep his part of the bar-

gain. His idea was to keep stringing her on till

it was too late for her to get anyone else. No,

it's not Bert she's married to, it's me—only she

don't know it."

Like a flash, Roberts saw his mistake.
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Brangan's face, for one second, wore such a

devilish, exultant expression that the young man
instinctively drew back with a swift motion of his

right hand to his inside coat pocket. There was

no weapon there, but the action was sufficient to

deceive the other man.
" That was mighty cute of you," Yank drawled.

" Double crossin' yer friends. Who put you wise

about the money ? Eh !

"

" The blackest gang of scoundrels I've ever

come across," Roberts returned. " And if I don't

put you and the rest away, it's for the lady's

sake. She's borne enough first and last. She's

due to be left in peace and see that you leave her.

She thinks she's married to Bert and is giving

him a princely allowance to keep away from her."

" Oh !
" Sue ejaculated.

" And that'll be cut off when she hears he has

no claim to it, and if you or any connected with

you raise a finger against her, she'll be told

everything."

" Say, is that all you gotta say," Brangan asked

with a sneer as the other paused.

" No. If you let her alone you'll hear no more
from me. If you don't—the police'U make a

clean sweep of this filthy hole and everyone

connected with it. Good-day !

"

For some time after the young man left him,
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Brangan was buried in deep thought. Not

pleasant thought either, to judge by the expres-

sion on his scowhng face and muttered curses

anent Bob and others arrayed against himself.

He had played for a big stake and lost. He
thought he held the girl and her money safely

between his two hands and only the closing of

those hands was needed to transfer the wealth

of old Vaughan to his own pockets. Now his

glittering dream of vast riches had vanished. He
was degraded in his own estimation and, what

mattered more, in that of his hangers on, those

slaves of his who lived at his beck and call, content

to do any dirty work their master bade them,

for the sake of his aid when things got too hot

to be comfortable. Many of his followers had

remained faithful only in the assurance that

Brangan would soon be in a position to lavish

gold on those who had stuck to him. Now he

would never be any better off than he was at

present. The wine-shop was not a gold mine

and he grew older every day.

He ground his teeth in rage at having been

so easily out-witted by Bob, a man he had always

despised.

What in h ever made them dig him up from

the mud and hoist him into a position in w^hich

he could fool them all so completely ? Double
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crossed, indeed, and all his own fault—and Bert's,

too.

" Sue !
" he yelled suddenly, seeking, tyrant-

like, the weakest thing in his power to wreak his

vengeance on. " Sue !

"

There was no answer. " Sue ! you 'ell cat

!

Waar the 'ell's that blasted female gotten to ?

Sue !

"

He went to seek her, with stored up venom

ready to be let loose on her head.

She was not in her room, neither were her

clothes, nor her few little treasured possessions.

His daughter had left him !

For some days after Sue's departure Brangan's

temper was such that even his closest, former

pals, fought shy of approaching him and gave

him a wide berth.

At length, weary of his own company and long-

ing for congenial companionship, he cast his eye

over the saloon habitues and picked on Pearl,

sitting lonely and disconsolate.

She had grown thinner than formerly—starved

for food as well as drink. Her face was shrunken

and pale, even the paint on her cheeks could not

conceal the ravages caused by want.

" Pearl !
" he called. " Come right 'ere."

She rose with alacrity. It might mean a free

drink.
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" Wot clier want ?

" she demanded.
" Wot's the matter with you comin' ter to

live 'ere ?
" he asked insinuatingly.

" 'Ere—with you ?
" She spoke hungrily,

scarcely daring to believe he was serious.

" Yep. I'm a bit lonesome since that—since

Sue's gone."

" Oh, Yank 1 I'd just freeze outer it."

" Waal, bring yer gear right along an' take

that—Sue's room. But no drinkin' mind. Get

that right."

" Just a little glass now and then, perhaps,

Yank. I won't touch more. Strike me dead I

won't."

" Waal, let it be then an' not no-w^"* he bar-

gained. " I ain't given the run of my bar to any

drink-swiller. Begin it, an' it's you fer a walkin'

ticket."

" I kin keep orf orl right, Yank. I ain't 'ad a

thimbleful since Slippy were took." She meant

by the police, not death.



CHAPTER XIX

PLOTS AND PLANS

Gwendoline was not long in recovering, physic-

ally, from the effects of the attempt on her life.

Mentally her condition was less satisfactory. Her

nerves had received a shock, too, which only time

and care could overcome. She refused to be left

alone at night, nor would she return to occupy

her own room even when the lock of the door

was securely mended. So the friends continued

to share Lucille's much smaller apartment.

Roberts had no fear that Brangan might follow

up his last outrage with any further attempt on the

girl's life.

Yank realised that such an unnecessary crime

would, even if never brought home to him, gain

him no reward.

Gwendoline's death could not put money into

the pocket of Bert Brown. It must go to others,

presumably to the man she had married.

Suppose, however, this man were to die

—
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suddenly—before telling her the truth ! The
same thought flashed through the brain of both

men at the same moment during their last

conversation in the wine-shop.

It would not be the lady Yank would go for

next time, the chauffeur decided, when workmen

had finished mending the door so that even a

heavy blow could not burst it open.

" I don't know why you're so set on it, Gwen,"

Lucille commented. " If Roberts had not been

able to get through without going all the way

downstairs and up again you wouldn't be alive

now, probably."

" I shall not sleep there again, so it doesn't

matter," the girl said.

Even in her sleep she was not free from fear

and Mrs. Bouverie was frequently awakened in

the middle of the night by the troubled dreams

that haunted the girl's memory.
" I'm sure she should get away from here

;

she wants a complete change," she told Roberts.

It was strange how she had come to rely on the

young man's judgment in many things and to

consult him, especially where Gwendoline was

concerned. And yet, when she came to consider

it, was it so strange ? How often had he come

to the rescue where only a man could have helped ?

Circumstances had rendered the two girls very



PLOTS AND PLANS 201

much alone in the world. Neither had any close

male relation since her father and Gerald died.

Gwendoline, as far as Mrs. Bouverie knew, had

none nearer than those " unspeakable " nephews

of Mrs. Vaughan—who were worse than none.

Roberts was sensible, a man of the world, in his

way, and devoted to their interests—for the

present. It would be a pity if he were to marry

that mysterious young person in the country and

leave Gwendoline's service.

" If we get her away from everything connected

with this place," she went on, "I'm sure she would

soon pick up. No, not another Queensland trip,"

when he suggested a sea voyage. " That was

not too successful last time, was it ? Somewhere

restful, but comfortable, where she can bask in

the sun and think of nothing at all." Roberts

agreed that it might be as well to remove her from

all association with her home, with its memories

of such unpleasant, almost tragic happenings.

" We can surely find some place, not too diffi-

cult to reach, because country roads are not quite

at their best this time of year. Didn't you tell

me of some place on the coast that you paid a

visit to while we were away—some holiday resort

with wonderful coast scenery and beautiful caves

and rock bridges and blow holes and all sorts of

natural beauties ?
" she inquired.



202 AN EMERGENCY HUSBAND
" A little place called Port Campbell," he told

her, unwillingly, she fancied. " A picturesque

little resort, but I don't think you would care

particularly for it."

" Why not ?
" she demanded.

" Well, there's the coast scenery, very rugged

and very grand, but cruel. It would get on Mrs.

Brown's nerves in the state she is in at present.

Then there's nothing much except the coast to

see. You wouldn't know how to put in the

time."

" How did you put in the time, when you were

there ?
" she asked searchingly.

" I fished most of the time," he told her. " I

found a mate living down there. We were at

school together, so it was all right for me."
" Well, I adore coast scenery, especially when

it's rugged and cruel—and who knows ? Perhaps

I shall find a mate, too," she laughed. " Is there

comfortable accommodation to be had ? That's

the principal question for your mistress."

" Any amount at this time of year. It's

crowded in summer, my friend says."

" Then we shall not attempt it in summer, but

it sounds just the thing we want for the present.

It was winter when you were there ?
"

" Yes."

" And cold, I suppose—we can take rugs."
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" Not extra cold, but ma'am," he urged, " I'm

sure you will be bored to death in less than a

week. I advise you strongly, to choose some other

place."

" We'll go to Port Campbell, Roberts, so it's

no use you trying to put us off. It looks almost

as if you have some private reason for trying to

keep us away."

He answered nothing to this thrust, leaving

her to wonder whether it could have been at

this little coastal resort he had met the w^oman

who stood between them. She was determined

to go now, if only to find out.

Two letters went by that evening's mail, both

addressed to the same little township : one Mrs.

Bouverie's, enquiring for accommodation and the

route they should take to reach Port Campbell,

the other from the chauffeur, addressed to the

solitary representative of the law in the district.

The reply from the proprietor of the boarding

house proved eminently satisfactory. She pro-

mised first-class accommodation ; as it was not

yet the holiday season, they could have the best

rooms in the house ; rooms which had been ap-

proved of by Vice-royalty on its visit there. She

also informed Mrs. Bouverie that the usual way

of reaching the place was by train to a little bush

township called Timboon, whence her husband
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would bring them in his four-horse coach. An-

nother way was by car, which some folk preferred,

especially if they already owned their car. The
road was quite passable, though not as good as

it would be later on, having been soaked by the

winter rains and cut up somewhat by timber

carters.

" Hurrah !
" Lucille cried, flourishing her letter

under Gwendoline's eyes. " We can go by car

and Roberts shall come, too. It will be the fun

of the world having him to show us all the

beauties. He knows the ropes, was down there

in the winter, you know, and seemed to me to

have a sneaking wish to keep its beauties to

himself. Tried to persuade me I wouldn't like

it, would get bored. Such rubbish ! Why
didn't he get bored ? Tell me that !

"

" I'm afraid I can't, dear. Sorry, but I don't

feel I even could bother to think."

" No, you poor thing. Of course you don't.

But I'm sure you'll just love roaming about the

bush, splashing in the breakers and lying full

length on the cliffs. They're several hundred feet

high, I hear. It will be just gorgeous."

" I'm sure I shall like just whatever you choose.

It's awfully good of you taking so much trouble

for me. I don't know whatever I'll do if I lose

you, Lucille."
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" I've no intention of leaving you, ever, Gwen
dear, so consider me tied to you for the rest of

my life."

" But suppose Roberts were to ask you "

" Suppose nothing of the sort. He has a girl

hidden away somewhere. He as good as told me
so, himself. I'm dying to find out if she's at

Port Campbell. That's why I shall so much

enjoy having him with us to keep him under my
eye. Murder will out and, if we remain long

enough there, we're bound to discover his secret.



CHAPTER XX

BY THE SEA

A WARM spell of perfect spring weather accom-

panied them to Port Campbell, and promised

to remain with them for some time. The board-

ing-house proprietress was as good as her word.

The suite of rooms allotted to the ladies was all

that could be desired. They met few strangers,

there being but a scant number of guests in the

place thus early in the season.

Days spent in the open air brought the colour

of health back to Gwendoline's cheeks and the

sparkle to her eyes. Roberts proved himself an

excellent cicerone, driving them to all the histori-

cal features on the coast, historical because of the

tragic events associated with the ill-fated vessels

cast to destruction on that treacherous shore in

times gone by.

He was their guide in viewing the cruel, for-

bidding grandeur of the Loch Ard Gorge, where

the young apprentice, Tom Pearce, and girl
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passenger, Miss Carmichael, sole survivors of one

of the most tragic shipwrecks in Australian history,

came ashore.

He related the story of how the girl, desperately

clinging to a floating hencoop, was rescued from

her fragile raft by the lad and dragged to safety.

Led by Roberts, they explored the recesses of the

two caves in the Gorge which still bear the names

of Miss Carmichael and her gallant rescuer, the

latter, a true son of a worthy stock, growing up to

fulfil his destiny later. Wrecked more than once

in after life. Captain Tom Pearce, an honoured

skipper of another Loch liner, met the same fate

as his father before him, being claimed by the

merciless ocean, far from the scene of his first

shipwreck.

Many other tales he recounted of that ship-

wreck of the 70's, tales now fast becoming little

more than legends, as the original narrators drop

out, leaving their children and grandchildren to

carry on after them.

He guided them to the little burying-ground on

the cliff, high above the scene of the tragedy,

pointing out the graves of the mother and sister

of the girl who was saved. Two sailors, whose

bodies were among the few given up by the waves,

lie near them. Many others there were, whose

watery grave remains unmarked until the last
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trump shall sound their reveille. A newly wedded

couple, returning to the bridegroom's native land,

cut off in the fulness of their youth and happi-

ness, the captain, officers and crew, all leaving

broken-hearted relatives to mourn them.

It all happened so long ago that to-day it is

but a dim memory, except in little Port Campbell

itself, where it is too closely interwoven with the

history of the place ever quite to die out. Sad-

dened by the neglect and signs of forgetfulness

now settling about the little burial ground,

Gwendoline gathered a handful of wild flowers

and laid them on the pitiful resting places.

" It seems a sad place you have brought us to,"

she told their guide with a sigh.

" Don't blame Roberts. He didn't want to come

and I chose it just for that reason," Lucille observed.

They had reached the brink of a cliff overlooking

a second deep gorge where the man was busy

laying out the things from the lunch basket.

He paused in his occupation to look earnestly

at the speaker. She was laughing silently, a

mischievous gleam in her eye, intended only for

him to see.

" Oh, yes, Roberts," she continued. " You

see, when I found you were so set on our not

coming, I jumped to the conclusion you must

have somebody stowed away here whom you
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didn't want us to know about. But I was wrong.

I cannot hear of any clandestine meetings between

you and any young person hereabouts. I mis-

judged you and I apologise."

They sat on the cliff while he served them with

lunch. From their vantage point they could

view the curious brilliant hued rock formation

dubbed " Elephant and Castle," a vivid imagina-

tion enabling a person to trace a resemblance

in the outstanding rock to the trunk of an ele-

phant. Beyond this, shutting off the mouth of

the gorge from the ocean, stands Mutton Bird

Island, on which the ill-fated Loch Ard actually

struck and went to pieces before any steps could

be taken for the rescue of her passengers and

crew. The haunt of thousands of the birds which

give the island its name, it towers up from the

deep, appearing to be borne aloft on arched

foundations, grim reminder of a by-gone disaster,

but appearing harmless enough to the three

picnickers on the cliff.

" Where used you to do your fishing when you

were here in the winter ? " Mrs. Bouverie asked

Roberts.

" Sometimes from a boat in the port and some-

times from that place." He pointed to a narrow

ledge just below them, reached by a track from

above. It looked dangerous enough from where
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they viewed it, overhanging the gorge from whose

depths tlie ceaseless boom of eddying, swirhng

waters rose.

" Surely, you never risked your life on that

tiny ledge," Lucille exclaimed with a nervous

shudder.

" It's quite safe, really. It wouldn't do to

attempt skylarking on," he allowed. " But for

fishing from, it's safe enough."
" Has anyone ever fallen down there ?

" Gwen-

doline asked.

" I never heard, madam."
" Could they be saved if they did ?

" she

questioned.

" No. Nothing could save a man if he fell

into this. It was through being carried by the

current into the other gorge that Tom Pearce and

Miss Carmichael escaped with their lives," the

young man explained.

She continued to gaze into the deep shadows of

the gorge and felt he was right. Down there,

where the waves played hide and seek, looking

so harmless on this fair spring day, she could see

where the erosion of the sea had undermined the

cliff around, leaving jagged, overhanging, serrated

layers of rock, giving the impression of menacing

teeth, eager to devour any victim foolish enough

to venture within their reach.
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Another day the chauffeur took them to the

Blow Hole and the Thunder Cave. " We want

to see everything now we are here," Mrs. Bouverie

agreed when he feared the constant clambering

up and down steep, rock-hewn steps might be

too much for his mistress.

" You need not come, Gwen, if you'd rather

not," she told her, whereupon the girl fell in

with her proposal, saying she would sit down and

rest on a convenient rock and await their return

from the Thunder Cave.

It was rather wonderful to realise how cut

off from the rest of the world one could be here,

the ocean in front, stretching far away to the

south, unbroken by a sail or even a smudge of

smoke on the horizon from a passing steamer.

At her back the precipitous rock wall, somewhere

beyond which her companion had vanished.

She had no idea how far they would have to go

to find the cave. It might be close at hand or

half a mile away. She did not like the look of

the slanting narrow rock pathway, slimy with

sea-ooze. How easily one might lose one's

footing and slip into the breakers, strong enough

even here, twice as formidable further in, judging

from the booming that reached her ears from the

direction taken by the other two.

She wondered if drowning were a painful



212 AN EMERGENCY HUSBAND

death. If not, how enviable to a world-weary

soul, just to yield his body into the caressing

arms of ocean and be at rest. She was growing

morbid, she knew, but sometimes she felt so

tired. Life was a burden too heavy for her to

tackle alone. She had fought for the possession

of her fortune but now that the fight was over

and the money hers, she found it a burden which

she would gladly share with others—not those

dreadful relations of her aunt but some friend.

If only dear Lucille's husband had lived, or

if the widow could find another to take his

place, how gladly would she, divide the burden of

her wealth with them.

What a pity Roberts did not reciprocate Mrs.

Bouverie's liking for him. He really was good-

looking and could be made quite presentable.

She felt sure he would make a kind husband.
" Gwendoline ! It's simply stunning. It's

just as if the lost souls from the infernal regions

had broken loose and were shrieking the ' Ride

of the Valkyries ' at you. You really must go,"

was Lucille's announcement, as flushed and

excited she returned, followed by the chauffeur.

*' No thanks, dear. I'm not fond of such

noisy entertainments," was the girl's answer.

" But it's an experience you should not miss

on any account," her friend urged.
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" Wasn't it terribly slippery," Gwendoline

asked.

" Oh, a bit. But Roberts will take care of

you. Won't you, Roberts ? Don't you think

with me that Mrs. Brown ought to see it ?
"

" No, ma'am. I'm afraid it might be a little

trying for her," he explained.

" Oh, nonsense. I didn't find it trying. I

loved it."

" You haven't gone through what she has,"

he reminded her.

The conversation had to be carried on in

loud tones, for even here the noise was great,

so there was no chance for the young man to

speak his advice in an aside to the widow.

The opposition, instead of confirming

Gwendoline in her resolve not to undertake

the venture, had the reverse effect. She decided

she would see the Thunder Cave.

" Very well," she said, rising. " If you insist

upon my going, I suppose I must—if you're sure

there's no danger," she added, hesitating.

" Roberts will see you safely back, trust him,"

the other assured her.

Very unwillingly the young man accompanied

her, following the narrow path close to the water's

edge, round two or three sharp turns where there

was barely room to crawl safely. Reaching the
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Thunder Cave they paused, gazing downward

at the seething riot of waters, now rushing

forward with terrifying crash then drawn back-

ward with a welter of foam and fury as if defying

the onlookers, should they dare to oppose their

puny strength against this force of Nature.

It was well named " Thunder Cave."

All the thunder of Thor appeared to be

concentrated in the spot. Lucillc's description,

likening it to the " Ride of the Valkyries," was

too tame.

" Titans at play," would better describe it,

or an artillery battle.

Standing fascinated, one gloved hand clinging

to the rock wall for support, the other wrist in

the grasp of her companion, the thought came

to her that this man was at the war, had probably

experienced the horror of the real thing. How
unkind of her to bring him back here renewing

agonising memories. No wonder he had been

unwilling she should come.

Turning to sign that she wished to go back,

her feet slipped from under her, and she felt

herself falling into the whirling horror beneath.

For one awful moment she gave herself up for

lost. Then, as she swung out over the seething

witches' cauldron below, she realised that she

was held as in a vice. Steadily she was drawn up
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till her feet again touched the ledge of rock and

she stood trembling, but safe, by her com-

panion's side. He placed his arm about her for

support and she was glad of it. When she had

recovered a little he saw her lips move.

" I never thought a man could be so strong."

No sound of her voice reached his ears amid the

dim and turmoil of the boiling surf.



CHAPTER XXI

FROM THE GRAVE

That evening, Mrs. Bouverie, who had been

made acquainted with what had occurred, in-

sisted that Gwendohne should retire to her bed

as soon as dinner was over. Nothing loth, for

she was still in a state of nervous tension, the

girl obeyed. " Though I don't like leaving you

all alone," she said.

" I'll be all right. I have an exciting book and

shall not stay up long either," Lucille promised.

She read on until she came to the end of her

book, then laid it down, letting her thoughts turn

to the experience of her friend and the chauffeur's

part in it that day.

" Roberts to the rescue, again," she ruminated.

How often had he intervened to aid them

during the short time he had been in her friend's

employ. It almost looked as if a beneficent

Providence had guided the man to them.

First there was that burglar man. Next the
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time she was kidnapped, for Mrs. Bouverie

always believed Roberts worked the oracle in

that episode. Then there was the night when that

awful man tried to murder the girl. Now came

this last. She sincerely hoped he would not

throw himself away on some commonplace

young woman, who would not be able to appre-

ciate him. Now, if only he had taken a fancy

to herself, Lucille felt certain she could have

made him happy.

She rose at length, with a yawn, and was

about to turn off the light, preparatory to seeking

her bed, when a knock came to the door and,

in answer to her invitation to enter, Roberts

appeared. " Someone to see you, ma'am," he

announced and immediately withdrew, closing

the door behind him.

Mrs. Bouverie looked up to see a tall man, in

the uniform of the mounted police, standing just

inside the door. " What do you want ?
" she

demanded, surprised and displeased that the

chauffeur should have permitted her to be

annoyed by a stranger at this hour of tlie evening.

And a man connected, above everything, with

the police ! It was outrageous.

When he did not reply immediately, she grew

nervous. She wished Roberts had not left her

alone with him.
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" Who are you, and why have you come to

me ?
" she asked. " Is there something you wish

me to do—to help you ? " Her voice was not as

steady as she could have desired.

At length he spoke. " Don't you know me ?
"

" No, I don't. I never remember meeting you

before. When was it ?
"

" Lucille !

"

" Gerald !
" the cry came half strangled from

her throat. " No, no, you're not Gerald ! He
was killed ! My Gerald is dead ! You're some-

one else—someone pretending to be my husband."

Her face had grown pale, her eyes stared at the

man as if she believed she saw a ghost.

Thinking she was about to faint, he stepped

forward.

She waved him back. " Don't come near me
or I'll scream. I'll call Roberts to put you out.

You're nothing to me. You can't be my husband.

You're only pretending."

She was becoming hysterical.

" Lucille ! Don't you want me back ? If you

don't, I can go away again ; only I thought—

I

hoped "

" Want you !
" she repeated. " If you are

reaUy and truly my Gerald, I have wanted you

always. But I cannot believe my Gerald is alive.

Why has he let me think he was dead .? Why did
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he leave me so long alone ?
" She was sobbing

more quietly now and had herself well under

control again.

" May I tell you about myself ?
" he asked.

" Yes, please. I want to hear everything—and

hadn't you better sit down—Gerald ?
" He chose

a chair near her own and sat down.
" It's a rather long story but, as it's getting

late, I'll cut it as short as possible."

" You needn't. I want to hear everything. I

don't mind how late you keep me up. I'm not a

bit sleepy—now."
" You know I knocked about in various parts

up North, trying to get work I was fitted for,

and it wasn't easy. I swore never to come back,

unless I could give you a home to live in. Well,

things got worse and worse—I had no money to

send you—I felt that pretty badly, when I thought

of the way you had been brought up and the life

you were used to when we were married. An
accident I had laid me up in hospital for some

weeks. When I came out, I heard it rumoured

that I had gone West ; and, as things were, I

thought it best for you to believe it."

" Oh, Jerry ! I did," Lucille sobbed.

" Don't cry, little girlie." He took her hand

and held it in his as he continued. " I thought,

at any rate, it would free you for some better man."
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" But I might have committed bigamy," she

reminded him.

" It would never have been found out. I had

decided to disappear from your life, change my
name and pass out unknown to any of my people.

Well, from that time, things began to look up a

little with me. I got work on a sheep station in

Queensland and began to save money. Then I

made a fair amount over taking horses to India.

I would have sent you some, anonymously, but

I learnt you were in a much better home with

Miss Vaughan than I could give you. So I left

you alone. Then I grew homesick—I wanted to

be near you, to know what you were doing, to see

you occasionally—if possible. I threw up my
situation and came back to Victoria and applied

to be taken into the mounted police. You know,

I was always fond of horses."

" I know, Jerry. It was through a riding acci-

dent you met your death, you know."
" Were you cut up when you heard it, dear ?

Did you shed just a few tears for your rotter of a

husband ?
"

" Tears ! I cried till I had to stop for fear of

ruining my looks."

" You are as beautiful as ever, sweetheart," he

told her. He had possessed himself of both hands

by now and she did not try to withdraw them.
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"Am I ? " she laughed with pleasure. " I hope

I haven't gone off very much. This frocks suits

me, too, but oh ! Jerry dear, you should have

seen me in my w^idow's weeds. They looked

lovely. I hadn't the money then to have my
photo done, or I might have kept a copy for

you."
" You always look lovely in anything," he

assured her, trying not to show how her words

hurt him.

" Dear boy ! It's good to hear you say that

—

quite like old times—when we were on our

honeymoon. Do you remember ? I wonder if

it would be proper for you to kiss me."

He required no second invitation.

" Oh !
" she exclaimed when he let her go.

" If anybody were to see us, what would be

thought of me ?
"

" There's nobody to peep at us, sweetheart.

Bob waited till the household had gone to bed,

before bringing me round."

" You mean Roberts ? Do you know him

well ?
"

" We were at school together. He was my
chum at the Grammar."

" Really "—she paused, pondering. " When
did he first find out about us ?

" she asked.

" I heard from some of my fellows in town, that
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you and a good-looking chauffeur in Miss Vaughan's

employ were becoming very friendly."

" You were having me watched ?
" she asked

stiffly, trying to draw away from his arm.

" Only on the quiet. I was jealous for your

safety. I couldn't let anything happen that would

separate us. A friend in the police force in Mel-

bourne kept me posted. Well, when I heard

about Bob, I sent him a postcard, unsigned,

warning him off. He saw it came from here,

by the post mark, and came down to investigate.

Here he found me and told me everything."

" Did he tell you I tried to make love to him ?
"

" No."
" No, he wouldn't. You needn't be jealous,

Jerry, because he wouldn't respond in the least

little bit to my advances. They left him perfectly

cold."

" He was my friend, you see, and a thorough-

bred."

" I always knew it," she cried, pleased at her

powers of penetration. " I always said he wasn't

what he pretended. I shall be hearing, next, he's

a millionaire in disguise, I suppose."

" No, unfortunately he hasn't a penny but

what he earns in wages," Gerald told her.

" What a pity. He's so good-looking he ought

to be rich."
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" He might have become a very wealthy man,

but he gave it up."

" What a silly thing to do. Why ?
" she

demanded curiously.

" Because his taking it would have deprived

another."

" But if he had a right to it ?
" she put in.

" His right involved another's wrong and rather

than take advantage of a legal over a moral right,

he played the game."
" That sounds very praiseworthy of him," she

admitted. " I'm glad he has turned out to be

so worthy of our good opinion because we owe

a good deal to that young man."
" Mrs. Brown owes more than she knows to

Bob. I hope some time to have a heart talk with

your friend and ' put her wise' as the Yankees say."

" I wouldn't worry her, Jerry dear. She has

gone through a lot of trouble, first and last, and

is now only just recovering from a nasty adventure

before we left home."
" I know, and I can wait till she is ready to

hear the truth. But I'm determined she shall

know it."

" You say that quite as if you mean it, Jerry.

You've changed a lot since I saw you. You'd

never have thumped the table and talked at me
like that in old times."
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" I do mean it. Bob is my best friend. It

was he persuaded me to come here this evening.

I was afraid, but he swore you were pure gold

all through."

" Why didn't he want us to come to this place,"

she asked suddenly. " He certainly tried to stop

us, and was most unwilling to come with us, but

of course couldn't get out of it. I thought he

must have a girl of his own down here. Do you

know if he has ?
"

" He has no girl of the sort anywhere," he

informed her.

" Then it must have been you he was referring

to when he said there was someone in the country

who stood between us."

" Did you get as far as that with poor, old

Bob ? Oh, Lucille ! You're incorrigible."

" Well, you see, Jerry dear "—putting her

arms round his neck and passing her fingers

through his thick dark curls
—

" I did so want you.

I thought it was only a man I wanted and that

any man would do ; and he was handy to make

love to and all that; but it was really you I

wanted all the time. I'm sure of it now I've

got you again."

" You abominable little flirt !
" he declared,

seating her on his knee. " It's time I returned

from the grave, I see. You wouldn't have re-
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mained happy without getting some unfortunate

male creature tangled in your net."

" Gwendoline was quite thrilled over it. She

talked of doing something for us when we were

married."

" Very kind of her," he commented, drily.

" She is kind. That is why she was so keen on

those horrid people not getting her money. She

intends spending it in doing good to others."

" Tell me, what is Mrs. Brown like. You know

her better than anyone. Is she proud or what

you might call ' stuck up '
?
"

" Not in the least. She has the sweetest,

kindest disposition. Her tastes are very simple

and she wouldn't hurt a fly."

" Yet she was pretty resolute at keeping her

uncle's money in her possession. Not too particu-

lar, apparently, how she did it, or whom she

married, so long as it gave her the swag."

" It wasn't her fault. It was that obnoxious

uncle—well his will was obnoxious, anyway. She

did her best to find a decent man to marry.

She couldn't be blamed for taking what came in

her way. There was no choice as it happened."

Lucille enjoyed being able to speak freely to

someone at last.

" How do she and Bob—Roberts as you call

him—hit it off ?
" he asked her.

Q
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" All right. Why ?

" she asked, surprised at

the question.

" I was wondering if she realises what he has

been to her," he explained.

" Well, I'm not sure. She is grateful to him

in a way, like a queen might be to a subject, who
has earned a reward for service rendered."

" She'll have to remedy that," he announced

with decision.

" Why ? He's only her chauffeur."

" He's her husband."

He had succeeded in surprising her properly

this time. She did not beheve him at first,

arguing that Roberts had only come in at the

last minute to act as proxy for Brown, the real

bridegroom.

" There was no proxy about it. Brown was

married to another woman two or three days

before he arranged to marry Miss Vaughan.

He never intended to marry your friend. He was

one of the legatees who would have come into

half her fortune if she had failed to carry out the

terms."

" The abominable brute !
" she cried. " And

poor Gwen never suspected it. Still, I don't

see how Roberts could have come into it and been

allowed by the clergyman to take the place of a

man who was already married," she said, trembling
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lest her friend might still be robbed of lier

fortune.

" Bob discovered the secret marriage and told

the clergyman. Between them the so-called

* proxy ' wedding was arranged. The papers

were correctly made out for the marriage of

Bob, instead of the other man, to Miss Vaughan,

and the wedding took place on the appointed

day."

" Good Lord !
" Lucille ejaculated. " And

she has no suspicion she's not Mrs. Brown."
" She is Mrs. Brown," he told her.

" But you just said she's married to Roberts,"

she argued.

" Well, his name is really Brown—Robert

Lester Brown. The only difference was in the

second name. Bert's was Leslie. The two were

cousins."

" What !

"

" There—the murder's out, but you mustn't

say a word about it or Bob will demand my
blood. I promised not to let his wife know yet."

She had fallen limply against him, burying her

face on his shoulder. He thought she had really

fainted this time and sought to lift her on to the

couch.

" Don't move yet, Jerry. I'm only hiding my
blushes of shame. When I think of the dreadful
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things I've said to him about those unspeakable

relatives—and all the time he was one of them !

How shall I ever look him in the face again ?
"

" Be sure he's not one to bear malice where he

knows no offence was intended," her husband

said to comfort her.

" I feel I want to go and wake Gwendoline

straight away and tell her everything," his wife

exclaimed.

" You'll do nothing of the sort, my dear.

It's Bob's secret, told to me in confidence, and I

was wrong to repeat it, even to you," he confessed.

" Now that you have, you can't expect me to

keep it from Gwen. After all, it concerns her

more than anyone."

" I forbid you to breathe it to anybody," he

said, trying to appear stern.

" And if I refuse to obey you ?
" she challenged,

a mischievous sparkle in her eye.

" You won't get the chance to refuse," he

retorted. " You'll give me your promise not

to speak a word of this to anyone, or I'll place

you under arrest and you'U spend the night in

the lock-up."

" On what charge ?
" she demanded.

" Defying the law," he told her.

" The ' law ' being represented by you, I

suppose. Dear Jerry, you're the same silly old
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goose you always were. Of course, I wouldn't

think of putting my spoke in another's wheel.

I'm as thrilled as can be over the whole story.

But mayn't I just tell her about you ? I can't

promise to keep this a secret from Gwen. She'll

guess something's happened when she see's me
to-morrow—unless I pretend to be ill and stay

in bed. But in that case I shall not be able to see

you. It would cause a scandal if you were seen

going into my bedroom and I must see you,

Jerry. I'm not going to let you go out of my
life again."

" Tell Mrs. Brown all you like about ourselves

but not a word about Bob." He bade her good-

night and slipped out into the silent night.

She went to bed, but there was little sleep

for her eyes that night.



CHAPTER XXII

BRANGAN'S LAST MOVE

" Say, Pearl ! wot cher say to earnin' a pony ?
"

" A pony, Yank ? Wot cher givin' us ?
"

" Sure thing. Pearl. Do wot I tell yer an'

it's yourn."

" Sure y'ain't kiddin' me ?
" she asked, sus-

piciously. The offer of so much wealth at a time,

from Yank, lacked a genuine ring.

" Honest ter God, I ain't ! I'm on the straight

with you. Pearl."

" Lead the way, Yank, an' I'm with you," she

promised.

He spoke for some minutes in lowered voice,

fearful, it seemed, of being overheard ; though

the room they were in was shut off from the rest

of the wine-shop.

Pearl, when he had finished, wore a scared

expression.

" Ain't it risky, Yank ?
" she asked, greed and

230
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fear fighting in her mean little soul for mastery.

" Nop ! Thar ain't no risk unless you turn

dog on me an' put me away," he growled, fixing

his eyes on her be-rouged face as if he would

read her hidden thought.

" Not me. Yer know I wouldn't do the dirty on

any pal, least of all you, Yank." Then, licking

her finger, she held it out. " That's wet an'

that's dry, strike me dead if I tell's yer a

lie."

He appeared satisfied with her form of oath

and repeated his instructions, which were to the

effect that he should feign sickness and not appear

in public for three or four days. Pearl was to

prevent any of his friends or other visitors from

endeavouring to see him during his supposed

illness. Sue, his daughter, even was to be denied

admission. Since her defection he felt he could

not trust her. She belonged to her husband now.

All her fealty was bestowed on Bert Brown.

Brangan, never an affectionate father, had for-

feited any small claim he once possessed, by his

constant tyranny and ill-treatment. Since Pearl

had gone to reside at the wine-shop. Sue seldom,

or never, went near it.

" All yer got to do is keep out the 'ole bilin' of

'em till I'm 'ome again," he ordered. " Nary

a one's ter pass yer." She vowed that not a
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soul should even suspect he was not laid up in the

house all the time. She formed plans for sending

out for chemist's stuff to keep up the delusion.

For her devotion she v^^as promised a sum down of

twenty-five pounds, with more to follow when he

came into his " rights," otherwise Gwendoline's

money.

Meanwhile, things at Port Campbell had gone

on happily enough.

Gwendoline, listening to the wonderful tidings

Lucille had to tell her, forgot all about herself

and her own troubles in her joy at her friend's

happiness.

At once she began to form plans for Gerald

and his wife. Of course, he must send in his

resignation from the police at once, she agreed.

It was not a suitable occupation for her friend's

husband to follow. She would willingly employ

part of her means in providing employment more

fitting his position. Gerald had had experience

of sheep-farming in the North. How about a

stud farm ? She would buy one and appoint

him as manager until he was in a position to

acquire a property of his own or a partnership.

" How good you are, dear," cried Lucille,

when her friend mooted the project. " And I

can look after all the motherless little lambs and

bring them up on a feeding bottle."
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" I trust you may have a better use for feeding-

bottles than rearing motherless lambs," laughed

Gwendoline.

So the two friends talked and made merry over

the wonderful things the future held.

The brightest landscape, however, often holds

a cloud

" I'll lose you, Lucille. I don't know how I'll

live without you. Your companionship has

meant so much to me."
" I suppose we shall miss each other," agreed

her friend. " But, of course, I'll have Jerry and

you'll still have Roberts."

" And Harriet and Bella," Gwendoline inter-

rupted. " How do you suppose Roberts can

ever make up for the loss of you ?
"

" He's most helpful in many ways," Lucille

reminded her.

" Driving the car or even boiling the billy at

our picnic," the other put in with mild sarcasm.

" Attacking burglars, when necessary ; rescuing

you from a watery grave and in lots of other

useful ways, which you seem to have conveniently

forgotten," Lucille retorted.

" If you chant his praises so loudly your husband

may get jealous of your paragon," Gwendoline

suggested.

" Not he. Gerald thinks even more highly of
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him than I do. He's known liim longer," she

was informed.

The party, which had now an additional

member, still took its pleasure out of doors.

The fine weather still held. Spring in its most

attractive form had favoured them all through.

Gerald Bouverie, being in sole charge of the

police district whose centre is Port Campbell

township, could not always spare the time to

join them, but whenever business matters did

not prevent, he rode round to whatever destina-

tion they announced their intention of visiting,

and formed one of the party. Knowing " the

ropes " even better than Roberts, he conducted

them to places further afield than those with

which the chauffeur was acquainted. The last

few days of the stay passed swiftly, especially for

Gerald and Lucille ; and they counted with

regret the few still remaining ere they were to

return to the city.

" You'll come up to town as soon as you can

get leave, Jerry, won't you ?
"

He promised that nothing should keep them

apart for the future if he could prevent it. He
was only waiting for his resignation to be accepted

to doff his uniform for good and return to civil dress.
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So the wheels of time turned swiftly for two,

at least, of the quartette, under the fair blue

skies of spring, until the last day dawned brightly

as those gone before.

" Let's make it specially memorable," urged

Lucille. "A daywe won't forget for our last picnic.

Where shall it be ? Somewhere new, if possible."

" There's nowhere new to go. We've been

everywhere, to some more than once," Gwendoline

reminded her.

" Then let's choose the one we liked best and

go there. We'll put it to the vote," Mrs. Bouverie

suggested.

They did so and the historical Loch Ard Gorge

won in a canter.

" We really must say farewell to those ducky

caves where the two poor young things took

shelter when they were washed ashore," Lucille

announced.
" It's the saddest story I ever heard—to lose

all her family at one swoop, as poor Miss

Carmichael did," Gwendoline said.

" There was a brother in Scotland who did not

sail with them. He came out afterwards and took

his sister home," Gerald related.

" She and young Pearce should have married

one another. What a romance that would have

been," Mrs. Bouverie exclaimed.
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" She married in Scotland, they say," her

husband told her.

" Poor young castaways ! And he was drowned

after all, in the end."

" Probably it was the deatli he would have

chosen. He was a British sailor, remember,"

Gerald reminded her.

No part in the common chatter was taken by

Roberts, though his former chum, more than

once endeavoured to include him. Mrs. Bouverie

also frequently referred to him for his opinion,

doing her best to draw him in, but Gwendoline

studiously ignored his presence, except when the

subject was the car or preparations for their

lunch. Then he was accepted as a necessary

adjunct to their comfort.

Luncheon finished—the last on that spot for

the present—Gwendoline rose and took a farewell

survey of the surroundings. Less vast, perhaps,

than the other cave, alloted to Pearce's com-

panion, it was, nevertheless, of fair size. Its

coloured walls and roof of stalactites added to the

picturesque beauty of the formation. Rough

carvings in the sand stone about the cave's mouth

evinced a curious trait in the spirit of holiday

tourists who desire to improve on Nature.

Picking up a magazine from the table provided

by a thoughtful Progress League for the con-
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venience of tourists, Gwendoline's glance fell

on Gerald and his wife sitting together, his head

resting on her knee while her fingers played idly

through his curls. Of course, she decided, they

must be left to themselves on this last day, to

enjoy their last the a the together. She would

clear the ground for them. Turning to the chauf-

feur, who was packing up the lunch basket, she

addressed him. " Roberts !
" He sprang to

attention like a soldier on parade. " I believe

you brought your fishing-rod ?
" she asked.

" Yes, madam. I thought of having a try at

the other Gorge. We had good sport there last

time I was here."

" Very well. I'll go on and sit where I can

watch you fishing. I have a book to read as well.

Come as soon as you have finished packing up

the things."

She climbed the heavy sand slope at the head

of the Gorge, the only path leading to the cliff

above. Pausing to recover breath, she let her

eyes rest once more upon the scene of the old time

tragedy. What a lonely, desolate shore on which

to be cast. Her tender heart went out in pity

to the memory of those two unhappy young

persons of the far back years. How sad was their

fate !

She continued her way slowly to the other
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gorge. The spirit of the place took hold on her

imagination. She felt she was not alone in this

place, sanctified by suffering and haunted by-

deeds of death and heroism. The battle scene

in the tragedy of " L' Aiglon " rose vividly before

her—where the gaunt, dead limbs of slaughtered

warriors wave a ghostly menace at the terrified

youth. Well for her, she thought, that she was

not imaginative. How easy to picture such a

scene here—the little grave yard she was approach-

ing on her way to the gorge, where lay the remains

of those victims of the deep, whose bodies were

returned ! How easy to fancy the echo of those

dying shrieks, even above the bellowing of

breakers which drew them to their death, of those

who found a last resting place beneath the waves.

She stopped and looked about her. No one

was in sight. She wished she had waited for

Roberts to bring her in the car. She was a good

walker and the distance was not great, but it was

unnecessary for her to have chosen to come

alone. She wished she had told the chauffeur

to hurry. It was stupid of him to linger in the

cave. He should have the sense to know that the

other two wished to be alone. She tried to work

up her indignation against the chauffeur more

to keep up her courage than because she had any

real cause.
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She knew the exact place where he spoke of

trying his luck. It was the dangerous-looking

ledge half way down the cliff side, overhanging

the Gorge.

She walked on slowly, her ears listening intently

for the first sound of the following car. She

would have returned on her tracks to meet him

but that pride forbade it. She did not choose

he should think she sought his companionship

when it was only this unaccountable dread of the

unseen which had possession of her. It was foolish

to give way to it. There could be no danger.

Nothing living was to be seen but a few stray

sheep picking a scanty living from the stunted

herbage around. There could be no real danger.

She must not let her nerves get the mastery in

this manner. She would go on.

Her path turned to the left of that which led

to the ledge. She followed it onward, round the

edge of the gorge, on towards the ocean, then a

slight descent to the extreme point of the Elephant

Rock. A scene of rugged beauty lay spread before

her. Muttonbird Island, looking like a green

table, upborne by rocky arched pillars, filled the

picture to her right hand. Behind her lay the

Gorge, already deep in shadow, for the sun was

keeping its brightness for the higher grounds as

it travelled towards the west.
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Always susceptible to the beauties of Nature,

Gwendoline was glad she had come, especially

as now in the distance she made out a figure

striding over the ground, rod in hand, a fishing

basket slung over his shoulder. He had left the

car back in the road and walked on from there.

She could see how he turned his head to righ

and left as if seeking her. She stood up, waving

her magazine. He waved in answer, whereupon

she stooped and sat down. It was not necessary

for him to wave so energetically. She was sorry

she had set him the example. She hoped he was

not forgetting his place. It was Lucille's fault

for encouraging him. It was a pity to spoil a

good servant and Roberts was too useful to lose.

He would be diificult to replace.

She watched him bait his line and throw in

and it was not long before he hooked his first fish.

Others followed, and she was soon more interested

in his fishing than in her magazine, which lay

neglected on the grass beside her. She was sorry

she had not told him to bring a rod for her as

well as himself, though she doubted if she had the

nerve to stand for any length of time on the ledge

where he was standing.

Raising her eyes for a moment, she caught sight

of another figure making its way towards them.

Another fisherman, perhaps, though the stick
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he carried looked too short for a fishing-rod.

It was more like a walking stick. The man
stooped a good deal, appearing elderly and

harmless, and the girl could not know that the

round bulge at the top of the stick was loaded.

He came forward slowly, almost stealthily,

as a man might creep on his quarry—or a murderer

on his intended victim.

He might be only a visitor from the hotel in

the township, who had walked, or ridden the four

miles to see the curious coast scenery here.

His movements fascinated her and she continued

to watch his progress from where she sat, partly

concealed by the tussocky grass.

When he came within sight of the solitary

fisherman, he stopped short and appeared to

search the surroundings with his eyes. Appearing

satisfied there was no one else in sight, he crept

down the little track towards the ledge where

Roberts was busily engaged in fixing a fresh bait

on his hook. His back was turned to the man
whose approach was inaudible, as a much louder

sound would have been in the churning of the

breakers below.

The girl continued to watch, but her curiosity

changed to horror when the stranger, creeping

to within a couple of yards of his intended victim,

raised his stick as if to strike. Her blood froze
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in her veins. She felt so helpless watching this

cold-blooded murder by -a madman. She felt

convinced he was mad to do such a deed. She

might shout a warning but would it be heard

above the clamour of the surging breakers
;

or if heard, the madman, his frenzy whetted by

one murder would come and murder her, too.

There was no way of escape. To retrace her

steps she must traverse the track up which the

man came. He would intercept her before she

could reach safety.

She did not care—she must warn Roberts.

Letting out a full-throated scream, she collapsed

full length on the ground her face buried in her

arms.

Her cry reached the young man causing him to

pause in his job to look for its cause. It also

checked his assailant. Startled, he turned,

stumbled, and in an effort to recover himself,

caught his foot in the slack of the line, lying with

the rod along the ledge. This proved his undoing,

for in trying to free himself he stepped on the rod,

which, rolling under his feet, caused him to lose

his balance and sent him with an agonising shriek,

to the bottom of the gorge.

For the moment Roberts stood as if petrified.

All happened so quickly—the attempt on his

own life, the warning cry from across the gap.
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the baffled murderer's end. The unhappy wretch

could be seen bobbing up and down Hke a cork

at the mercy of the breakers. Too far off to

distinguish his features, Roberts was forcibly

reminded of a day in his boyhood when he

watched the drowning of a rat caught in a trap.

The pathetic appeal in the eyes of the creature

gazing up through the water at the cruel humans

rejoicing in its agony, rose vividly to his memory.

He would have tried to rescue Brangan had it

been possible, murderer though he might be.

He had no means, however, to make the attempt,

the fishing line which might have served to sustain

him till other help arrived had gone down with

him, and those sharp over-hanging cliffs afforded

no foot-hold to any poor wretch caught by them.

Even while the young man decided nothing

could be done, the body of Cyrus P. Brangan

disappeared and was seen no more. Recovering

as from a trance, Roberts raised his eyes to the

spot he had last observed the girl with her

magazine. She was nowhere to be seen.

Could her cry have been rung from her by an

accident, a fall ? Not daring to put his fears into

words he sped over the short distance around the

summit of the gorge till, reaching Elephant

Rock, he breathed a sigh of relief.

She lay prone, her face concealed from him.
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Believing she had fainted, he bent over her and

touched her.

" Madam " he breathed the word softly.

As if fearing to disturb a sleeper.

At the sound of his voice she raised her head

with an exclamation of thankfulness. " You
are safe ! I thought lie would murder you.

When I heard your step I thought— I thought he

was coming to kill me, too."

He waited by her till she was less agitated.

" Do you think you can walk to the car ? Let

me help you," he said.

Declaring herself quite able to walk without

assistance, she rose.

" What became of that dreadful man r
" she

asked with a shudder.

" He was drowned when he fell into the

gorge," he answered.

" You—Didn't you try to save him ?
" she

demanded in horrified accents.

" I couldn't. There was no means of reaching

him."
" How terrible !

" she ejaculated.

They took their way to where he had left the

car and drove back for the other couple.

Gerald was made aware of Brangan's death

and how it had come about. It was well they had

a friend in the only representative of the law in
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the place. It made everything connected with the

tragic end of the man so much easier to explain

and Gerald took care that their names should not

figure more prominently than was necessary at the

official enquiry held in connection with it.
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ENTER PEARL

They left for home next day, the parting between

Gerald and Lucille being short, though sweet in

promise of speedy re-union.

Life in their Toorak house went on much as

usual. Mrs. Bouverie itched to reveal all she had

learnt of Bob's share in securing for Gwendoline

all their present comforts and luxuries, but

having given her promise to Gerald not to do

so until the young man himself gave them leave,

she would not break it. She nevertheless seized

every opportunity of singing the young man's

praises.

" I don't think Mr. Bouverie would care to

hear you speak so affectionately of another man

—

not even a relation," she said coldly.

" I told you Jerry thinks the world of him,

says he's a ' white ' man, which you know is the

greatest praise one man can give another,"

Lucille maintained.

246
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" I'm quite satisfied he should be a decent,

respectable chauffeur," the girl remarked and

therewith turned the conversation. It almost

seemed she was annoyed that anyone should

express appreciation of any one in her employ.

One morning, some three or four weeks later,

Mrs. Bouverie had gone to town on a shopping

expedition, she said. Her friend suspected,

however, that she had an appointment to meet

Gerald.

Harriet entered the room, where her mistress

was engaged in writing a letter, with the

announcement :

" There's a woman at the door, ma'am, askin'

can she speak to you."

" What sort of a woman ? Is she begging ?
"

Gwendoline inquired, ever ready to open her

purse-strings at the call of charity.

" Not an ord'nary beggar, I should say,

ma'am. Looks to me like she's not too

respectable."

Gwendoline bade her admit the woman.

She was aware Harriet's notion of respectability

and her own might be as far asunder as the poles.

The maid returned ushering in a large, dark-

eyed, upstanding young person, whose natural,

bold type of beauty was marred by the life she
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lived and the pigments used to conceal its

ravages.

Gwendoline's first glance told her Harriet

was right for once. Bidding the woman take a

seat she awaited what she had to say.

" I'm 'ere to make a bargin with you, Miss

Vaughan, though you don't know me," was her

introductory remark.

" My name is Mrs. Brown," the other corrected

her coldly.

" That's wot it ain't. Miss Vaughan. An'

that's wot I'm 'ere for. You thinks as you's

married to Bert Brown, but you ain't, for why,

'e's married to Sue Brangan, me late 'usband's

daughter, 'im an' Sue was married by the register

three days afore you thought you was marryin'

'im. Oh, it's easy proved. Me late 'usband

knowed all abaut it. 'E was that soft-'earted,

'e wouldn't 'urt a fly, but 'e knowed as Bert,

wot married 'is daughter, was lawful heir to your

uncle's money—leastways 'arf of it. Bert's

cousin, Torf Brown, the bloke as you 'as for yer

chiffoor, 'e's heir to the other 'arf."

" You are mistaken. My chauffeur's name is

not Brown," Gwendoline put in, speaking for the

first time.

The woman laughed coarsely. " 'E calls

'imself Roberts—so Brangan, me late 'usband.
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told me—all the same 'e's Bob Brown, known

by 'is friends as ' Torf '."

With a start the girl recalled that Gerald

Bouverie, his old school-fellow, called him "Bob."
" Go on," she said haughtily. " Why have you

come to tell me this ?
"

" Becos, if you make it worth wile, I'll keep it

dark—see ? You pay me for me information an'

keep yer money fer yerself. If yer don't think it

worth payin' fer, maybe there's others as will

—

Torf Brown, p'raps," she threatened.

Gwendoline realised that her visitor was

nothing but a vulgar blackmailer. She was about

to ring for Harriet to show her out when there

came a knock at the door and Roberts appeared.

A single glance took in the situation. Advancing

to the woman :

" Clear out of this, Pearl," he ordered and

seeing she was about to argue the matter he took

her by the arm lifting her from her seat.

" Torf, dear, don't 'urt me," she whined.

" I ain't done no 'arm to the lady. You wouldn't

want ter give me away. Always kind ter me,

you wos. Not like them others."

" Come on ! clear out !
" and he propelled her,

protesting but helpless out of the door. Down the

front drive he took her to the gate.

" Now, you make tracks as fast as you can
;
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and remember, if I catch you within a mile

of this liouse again, I'll hand you over to the

police. They'll not stand on ceremony with you.

Get along." He watched her shuffle off, muttering

and grumbling to herself, then turned away and

walked towards the house.

" I owe you an explanation, madam," he said

as soon as he found himself back in the room

with his mistress.

" So it appears," she answered coldly. " You

seem to have some choice acquaintances, Roberts

—or whatever your name really is. I confess I'm

all at sea."

" I'm very sorry Harriet should have let in that

woman to annoy you," he said apologetically.

" Had I seen her in time it wouldn't have

happened."
" I understood this was my house, not yours,"

she reminded him. " Since when have I given

you authority to say who shall or shall not be

admitted ?
"

He bit his lip, then in a quiet tone :
" Surely,

I may be allowed to protect you from annoyance

of this sort," he said.

" When I require your protection I'll ask for

it," she told him. " That friend of yours gave

me some surprising information—quite startling

in fact. Was it true ?
" she demanded.
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" If you will let me know exactly what she

told you, I'll do my best to say how much of it

was true," he said humbly.
" She said that I am still ' Miss Vaughan

'

as I was never legally married."

" That is not the case," he answered.

" That Robert Brown, to whom I believed

myself wedded by Mr. Kingsmill, cannot be my
husband because he was already married to

another woman."

"That is true."

*' That the man, Brown, is one of the nephews

of Mrs. Vaughan, and was named as a legatee

in my uncle's will in the event of my failing to

carry out the conditions."

" Yes—that is so."

" That you are living here under an assumed

name and are really a cousin of Brown's."

" She is right—unfortunately."

" The woman demanded money from me for

keeping her mouth shut."

" That's blackmail," he told her.

" So I gathered."

" And punishable by law," he added.

The girl looked at him proudly.

" Are there not other things punishable by

law in what she told me ? I have no doubt that

what Mr. Kingsmill called a ' marriage by proxy

'
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was a fake. That you and he conspired together

to trick me into beHeving it was genuine," she flung

the accusation at him.

" It was a genuine marriage, as far as it went,"

he answered gently. " I took my cousin's place

at the last minute."
" Then you claim to be my liusband ?

" she

demanded.
" I make no claim. Your marriage was neces-

sary to your inheriting your uncle's wealth.

You have obtained it by going through a formal

marriage with me."
" And Mr. Kingsmill knew the trick he was

lending himself to ? It was a conspiracy between

you ? " she persisted.

" Yes—if you must have it. It was a conspiracy

between us. I got to know of my cousin's inten-

tion to fail you at the last minute and arranged

with Kingsmill that I should figure in his stead."

" Why did you do it ?
" she inquired, more

gently, he thought.

" There are some things a man cannot see

happen and stand idly by, without an attempt

to prevent them," he explained.

" I suppose it is possible to have such marriages

annulled," she suggested callously.

He started :
" Annulled ! I'm afraid not, if

you wish to keep your fortune," he advised.
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" Even a fortune may be dear at such a price,"

she announced, cruelly. Then: " You may go,

Roberts. I must think over all that I've been

hearing," she said in dismissal.

When later Mrs. Bouverie returned, just in

time for lunch, her friend related all that had

occurred during the morning.

" What did you do, dear ?
" she cried, de-

lightedly. " Go down on your knees and thank

heaven for a very gallant gentleman ?
"

" I did not," the girl answered sharply.

" Did you fling your arms round his neck and

kiss him ?
"

" Certainly not."

" Well, what did you do ? Tell me, dear.

I'm just thrilled to death."

" I told him I'd have to think about getting

the marriage annulled."

" GwendoHne ! You didn't !

"

" Why not ? Am I to be a shuttlecock to be

batted about for the amusement of my own
chauffeur and a stranger like Mr. Kingsmill.

They took a great liberty in doing as they

did."

" But—do you realise what Bob has given up

to you ? You would have lost every penny if he

had not married you and he would have been a

wealthy man," she pointed out, indignantly.
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" Why did lie interfere in the matter at all ?

'

the girl asked, coldly.

" Because for one thing, he's a very gallant

gentleman, and f(jr another—I'll leave you to

guess," her friend told her.

Gwendoline did not press her in the second

reason. Perliaps she did guess.

Later, Lucille rang up her husband.
" For goodness sake, do come round and talk

to Gwen. She's making a holy mess of things.""

" Right oh !
" responded Gerald, and arrived

soon after the girls had got through their rather

inharmonious meal.

Gerald Bouverie, in his prosperous days had

been a careless, easy-going town-dweller, un-

willing to tread on anyone's corns, preferring to

let things go as they lasted rather than stand up

in an attempt to steer them into other paths.

Since fortune frowned on him, his life had been

forced to run on other lines. His former frivolous

outlook dropped from him ; a new sense of

responsibility took its place. Bob was his very

good friend. He felt angry and resentful that he

should be treated as he believed Gwendoline

was treating him, after all he had given up for

her.

" I've come to talk seriously, Mrs. Brown,"

he began.
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" Please do not call me that. I prefer to be

known by my maiden name, since it appears my
marriage was a make believe," was her first

challenge.

" You are Mrs. Brown and I shall call you so,"

he told her firmly. " And my honoured friend

is your husband, young lady, and don't forget it.

Are you aware what a prize you have drawn in

winning such a man ?
"

"" I think you are mistaken. He won—not I,"

she answered meekly, her eyes lowered lest they

should betray her.

" Tut, tut, girl—listen. We were boys to-

gether, chums. I knew him as well as I knew

myself. Many's the time I've stayed with him

at his old home—the Vicarage of his father's

parish. His mother was my ideal of an English

gentlewoman. She died, unfortunately, when he

was only twelve. His father never got over his

loss. He set his mind on Bob studying for the

Church, too, and would have sent him on to the

University, but he died a few years after his wife,

and poor old Bob had to give up school and all

hope of any sort of position, to earn his living.

Then came the war. He enlisted and went

through it. When he returned he knocked about

pretty well all over the place, like so many more,

taking any sort of work he could get to keep him-
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self from starving. He got into a bad set for

awhile but had the strength of mind to free

himself from its clutches. The knowledge of the

plot formed by his cousin and Brangan to do you

out of your inheritance gave him the opportunity

of thwarting it. Bob, in becoming your husband,

obtained for you the great fortune left by your

uncle, while he remained a pauper. Do you

realise it ? He not only made you a gift of the

share that would have come to his cousin, but of

his own, freely, anonymously, asking no word of

thanks for his amazing generosity. What are you

going to do about it ?
"

" What would you advise me to do ?
" the girl

asked with a deceptively innocent expression.

" Great Scott ! girl. Doesn't your own con-

science, your own good heart tell you what to

do ?
" he burst out.

" Yes—it does ; and I shall be very grateful

for your help in having our marriage annulled,"

she finished calmly.

With a suppressed imprecation at the futility

of arguing with an obstinate woman, Gerald

flung himself from his chair and made for the

door. " Come along, Lucille ! I'm through

with her," he exclaimed angrily. " Poor old

Bob ! What a lucky escape."

His wife lingered behind. " Gwen, dear,"
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she said, hesitatingly. " Will you mind very

much if I stay out late this evening ?
"

" Not at all. Stay out as late as you like,"

was the reply, and Gwendoline smiled to

herself.

" Because Gerald wants me to have dinner in

town with him and go to a show afterwards.

If I thought you'd be lonely I wouldn't stay,"

she offered generously.

" I shall not be lonely, I assure you," the girl

said, her eyes dancing, her mind but half attend-

ing to Mrs. Bouverie's words.

" Good-bye ! It's awfully sweet of you to

spare me to Jerry so much," and she hastened

after her husband, who waited for her outside

the house.

" I've no patience with your friend," he

grumbled. " There she's got a man any woman
might be proud of and won't even treat him

decently. Talking of getting the marriage

annulled ! What next !

"

" Don't worry, Jerry dear. She's all right.

She was only pulling your leg just now. It'll

just take a little getting used to, on her part*

You'll admit it is a bit overwhelming having such

an unexpected state of things spring on one

without warning, but I was watching her face

while you talked to her like a father. She didn't
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appear at all to resent what you told her—and

you rubbed it in pretty strongly, Jerry."

" I thought she looked like a sulky child caught

out in a fault, I'm sorry I didn't give her the

dressing down she deserves."

" I don't think Bob would like you to be hard

on her, Jerry."

" Unfortunately, dear old Bob's one of those

soft-hearted chaps who will let her ride rough

shod over him," Bouverie complained.

Gwendoline sat on for some time after the

others left her. She enjoyed her little encounter

with Gerald, especially when he showed annoyance

at her statement. She used not to find any

pleasure in teasing others. Now, she derived great

satisfaction in the amusement—Lucille, Gerald

and—Roberts ! Yes, she had enjoyed teasing

him that morning. It was hardly fair for he would

not defend himself.

Mr. Bouverie was quite right. She did owe a

great deal to that young man—more than she

could ever repay. And she never even thanked

him ! She must do so without further delay.

Harriet should go and tell him she wished to

speak with him.

With her hand on the bell-push, she paused.

She would go to him herself. That would be the

more gracious act on her part.
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She was feeling unusually light-hearted this

afternoon. So often had she envied Lucille her

gaiety of spirits, her ability to throw off the

burden of worry and seize such choice morsels as

offered from the banquet of life. Now she, too,

was ready and eager to quaff the goblet held to

her lips by a beneficent Providence.

Snatching up her garden hat from a chair in

the hall she made her way to the back of the

house, crossed the asphalted yard and arrived

at the door of the chauffeur's room next the

garage. Since his sleeping quarters were moved

to the dressing-room next her bed-room, he had

used this outside apartment as a sitting-room.

She had no doubt he would be here now.

In answer to her light knock his voice bade her

enter. He was sitting in his one easy chair

reading a pink sporting paper and smoking. At

sight of her standing in the doorway he flung the

cigarette through the open window and sprang

to attention. She had always derived a certain

satisfaction from this prompt acknowledgment

of her authority. It made her feel like his com-

manding officer—all very well in an employe,

not so well in a husband, though. She must tell

him to stop it.

" I have something I want to say to you,

Roberts," she began.
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" No thanks. I won't sit down," as he drew

forward his chair. She felt she could talk better

standing up.

Casting a comprehensive glance about the little

room, furnished with the barest necessaries :

" Are you quite comfortable here, Roberts ?
"

she inquired.

" Quite, thank you, madam."
" You are sure you have all you require ?

"

" I have all that is necessary," was the quiet

answer. She noted the wording of his reply.

It left something unsaid.

" But this is not what I came to speak to you

of," she said, with a tremulous smile. " The
Bouveries have been talking to me." He made no

comment, so she continued. " Mr. Bouverie

gave me quite a severe scolding."

" That was uncalled for on his part. I'll speak

to Bouverie about it," the chauffeur promised.

" No, please don't, I didn't mind a bit,

I—I liked to hear him telling all he knows of

you and what a tremendous lot he thinks of you.

He says you and he were mates at the Grammar
and he knew your father and mother and you

used to stay at each other's homes when you were

boys and a lot more."

She paused, but the young man still kept

silence. She wished he would say something.
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It was not easy to say what she wished, without

some help. She was not a ready speaker Hke Mrs.

Bouverie. She would have found no difficulty.

Words gushed from Lucille like water from a

garden hose. " They impressed on me how

much I am in your debt and, of course, I

am." At last she had succeeded in making him

speak.

" I acknowledge no debt to me from you,

madam."
" It's true—all the same, even if neither of us

chooses to acknowledge it," she insisted. " But

that's not quite what I came to say either. It's

not—easy—to say it." She was twisting her

fingers together in embarrassment. It was silly

of her, but she suddenly became tongue-tied.

" Shall I say it for you ?
" he asked in a low

voice.

" You ?—but you don't know what I
"

she began.

" Where shall we go for our honeymoon ?
" he

said, speaking without diffidence. Her large,

dreamy eyes sought his face in wonder, alight

with the joy of youth and happiness. Her lips

parted in a smile. " How—did—you—know ?
"

she stammered, backing as far from him as the

width of the little room allowed.

" I partly guessed. The other part, I think,
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I greatly hoped," he answered tenderly, not

daring to tread aught but warily in charming

this timid bird to liis hand.

She laughed liappily. " I think you are the

most wonderful person in the world, Roberts,"

she murmured. " You have given me all I

possess, yet you have asked for nothing in return.

I think you have earned the reward I came to

offer you. Will you accept it ?
" Then he took

her, tenderly, reverently, as if accepting a sacred

trust.

" My beloved," he said after awhile. *' You

have not yet told me where we shall spend our

honeymoon."
" Wherever my husband wishes," she whispered

softly.

" Do you know, Jerry, it's rather wonderful

about those two," Lucille remarked afterwards.

" Bob, of course, was in love with her all along.

If I hadn't been so taken up with other ideas

I'd have seen it months ago. But Gwendoline !

the least susceptible girl I've ever known, to get

it so badly ! It's amazing ! I hoped great things

from our trip to Queensland, you know—the spell

of the Tropics, the moony nights on board, the

soft balmy air and all that sort of thing—such

perfect setting for a Love drama. But she came
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through it all untouched. And now to think of

her and Bob finding their Fate in that way.

It's wonderful !

"

" Which only proves, my dear, that Cupid

knows his own business best," her husband said.

The End.
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